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INTRODUCTION 

What  mighty  Contests  rise  from  Trivial  Things, 
I  sing.    (The  Rape  of  the  Lock,   Canto  I) 

Mock-heroic  poetry  is  central  to  Augustan  English  literature, 
and  Boileau's  Le  Lutrin  was  the  most  celebrated  model  of  the 
genre.     Tassoni's  La  Secchia  Rapita  was  earlier,  but  less  gener- 
ally esteemed.     "Boileau,  if  I  am  not  much  deceiv'd,  has  model'd 
from  hence,  his  famous  Lutrin,  "  '    noted  Dryden,  who  then  went 
on  to  compare  Boileau's  style  with  Vergil's,     "We  see  Boileau 
pursuing  him  in  the  same  flights;  and  scarcely  yielding  to  his 

Master Here  is  the  Majesty  of  the  Heroique,  finely  mix'd  with 

the  Venom  of  the  other;  and  raising  the   Delight  which  otherwise 
wou'd  be  flat  and  vulgar,  by  the  Sublimity  of  the  Expression."  ^ 
The  impact  on  English  letters  of  Boileau's  poem  was  a  common- 
place, as  Joseph  Spence's  anecdote  about  Dean  Lockier's  rebuke 
to  a  forgetful  Dryden  illustrates.^    Samuel  Garth's  note  to  The 
Dispensary  shows  that  writers  were  not  generally  grudging  of 
their  debt.     "Their  next  Objection  is,  that  I  have  imitated    the 
Lutrin  of  Monsieur  Boileau.    I  must  own  I  am  proud  of  the  Impu- 
tation.'"*    A  generation  later  it  still  set  the  standard;  Dennis 
used  extravagant  praise  of  Le  Lutrin  to  highlight  his  scorn  for 
the  frivolities  oiThe  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

Boileau's  poem  gave  double  pleasure  to  the  Augustans  —  as 
a  vivacious  attack  on  follies  (especially  Papist  follies)  and  as  a 
novel  addition  to  the  literary  genres.    John  Crowne  praised  the 
poem  as  a  Satire.     "I  am  sure  you  value,  Mr.  Boileau;  and  a  piece 
of  his  all  Men  of  Sence  have  esteem'd,  because  it  exposes  to  con- 
tempt Men,  who  are  the  Antipodes  to  good  Sence. "^    Nicholas 
Rowe  admired  it  for  its  formal  characteristics.     "I  am  apt  to  be- 
lieve that  if  the  Design  of  the  Lutrin  be  entirely  his  own  and  mod- 
ern, it  is  because  there  was  nothing  in  the  Ancient  Poetry  of  this 

kind  for  him  to  draw  after Whatever  Name  or  Title  the  Critics 

may  be  pleas 'd  to  dignify  or  distinguish  this  Sort  of  Writing  with, 
I  am  sure  it  has  had  the  good  Fortune  to  be  very  well  receiv'd: 


The  Reputation  of  the  Lutrin  in  France,   and  the  Dispensary  in 
England,  are  two  of  the  best  Modern  instances  of  Success  in 
Poetry  that  can  be  given,"®    Indeed,  Garth's  poem  and  Mac- 
Flecknoe  rapidly  confirmed  the  new  style  in  England.    Although 
later  critics  were  to  distinguish  with  more  sophistication  between 
the  burlesque  and  the  mock-heroic,  the  late  seventeenth  century 
was  happy  to  link  Hudibras,   Scarronides  and  Le  Lutrin  together, 
and  to  look  forward  to  the  development  of  a  new,  lively,  even 
rowdy  literary  genre. 

The  first  attempts  to  translate  Le  Lutrin  into  English  were 
significant  pieces,  not  lightly  undertaken  and  certainly  worth 
our  attention: 

I.     "The  Desk.    An  Heroique  Poem.    First  Canto"  (MS.  Bodleian 
Rawlinson  poet.  123),  first  printed  in  A.F.B.  Clark,  Boileau 
and  the  French  Classical  Critics  in  England  1660-1830 
(Paris,  1925),  pp.  465-472.    There  is  some  evidence  that  this 
piece  is  by  John  Oldham;  see  Percy  L.  Babington,  "Dryden 
Not  the  Author  of  Macflecknoe,"    Modern  Language  Review, 
XIII  (I9I8),  and  Harold  F.  Brooks,  "A  Bibliography  of  John 
Oldham,"  Proceedings  and  Papers  of  the  Oxford  Bibliograph- 
ical Society,  V  (1936),  37:    no.  40. 
II.     Le  Lutrin:    An  Heroick  Poem,   Written  Originally  in  French 
By  Monsieur  Boileau.     Translated  by  N.O.  (London,  1682). 
Reprinted  in  Clark,  pp.  473-504. 

III.  John  Crowne,  Daeneids,  Or  The  Noble  Labours  of  the  Great 
Dean  of  Notre-Dame  in  Paris  (London,  1692). 

IV.  Boileau' s  Lutrin  render' d  into  English  verse.  [By  John 
Ozell.J  To  which  is  prefix' d  some  account  of  Boileau' s 
Writings,  and  of  this  Translation  by  N.   Rowe  (London,  1708). 

Ozell's  translation  is  the  one  met  with  in  eighteenth  century  col- 
lections of  Boileau's  works. 

Boileau's  tightly  ordered  wit  and  harmonious  versification 
make  literal  translation  difficult.     The  Rawlinson  version  is  close 
to  the  French  in  plain  sense,  but  is  unpolished  and  often  unmetri- 
cal.    Crowne,  with  a  kind  of  manly  scepticism  like  that  of  the 
dashing  characters  in  his  plays,  makes   no  scruple  about  deserting 
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the  original  for  line  after  line  —  "I  treat  it  as  an  English  Priva- 
teer wou'd  do  a  French  Prize,  great  part  of  it  I  fling  away,  and 
I  dash-brew  and  disguise  the  rest  as  I  think  good."    Ozell  is 
faithful  to  the  original,  elegant  and  amusing  in  places,  but  he 
frequently  stumbles  into  jog-trot  (as  he  does  in  his  later  ver- 
sion of  Tassoni).^     All  three  seek,  primarily,  the  vivacity  of 
burlesque;  inevitably  they  have  some  of  its  crudities. 

N.O.'s  work  is  the  most  interesting;  he  seems  to  be  parti- 
cularly aware  of  English  heroic  diction  and  to  understand  that  it 
differs  from  the  French.    He  sees  that   Boileau's  joke  needs  to 
be  transformed  as  well  as  translated.    He  has  studied  Milton  as 
well  as  Hudibras;  he  knows  the  lavish,  figurative  and  slightly 
archaic  language  of  the  English  epic  and  can  both  imitate  its 
impressive  flights  ("A  Stately  Bed,  the  Post  most  richly  Gilt") 
and  mock  its  periphrasis  by  descent  into  the  bathetic  common- 
place: 

All  Ancient  usages  he  could  Describe, 
For  he  was  Dad  of  all  the  singing  Tribe. 

N.O.'s  rich  usage  of  parallelism,  duplicated  epithets,  abstrac- 
tions, personifications,  Latinisms,  and  inversions  suggests  a  de- 
liberate attempt  to  mime  the  diction  of  Sylvester,  Milton,  or  Cow- 
ley.   But  the  use  of  comic  partial  rhymes,  feminine  endings,  slang 
and  colloquialisms  shows  that  he  was  mocking  the  pomposity  of 
the  heroic  style.    While  the  other  translators  found  comic  dis- 
crepancy mainly  in  the  action  and  so  produced  farce,  N.O.  created 
comic  discrepancy  of  style,  to  produce  genuine  mock-epic. 

The  opening  of  Canto  III  is  a  good  example  of  N.O.'s  tech- 
nique.   The  vocabulary  is  elevated,  but  the  metre  is  rough  and  the 
feminine  rhymes  incongruous.    We  may  contrast  Ozell  at  this 
point: 

Old  Night,  triumphant  on  a  sooty  Cloud, 

Parent  of  Fears,  and  Nurse  of  Sorrow,  rode. 

Burgundia's  vinous  Fields  she  hovers  round. 

And  sheds  her  dreary  Vapours  o'er  the  Ground. 

There  is  little  wit  in  the  diction  and  the  rhymes  are  obvious. 
The  entire  passage  is  much  duller  than  that  of  N.O. 


HI 


Like  Boileau,  N.O.  can  move  his  narrative  along  effectively 
and  swiftly  — his  neat  lines  describing  the  owl's  emergence  from 
the  pulpit  (p.  26)  are  much  better  than  Ozell's  long-winded  and 
awkward  version: 

When  from  his  Powdry  Roost  the  Bird  of  Night 

With  Fate-denouncing  Outcries  takes  his  Flight; 

Like  Statues,  petrify'd  with  Chilly  Fear. 

Unable  to  resist,  they  shake,  they  stare. 

Howlet  the'  Illuminated  V/ax  descry 'd  , 

And  soon  extinguish'd  with  his  Wings  their  Guide. 

Crowne  at  this  point  is  witty,  but  a  long  way  from  Boileau's 
original: 

The  angry  Owl  once  more  depriv'd  of  Ease, 
Rushes  abroad  with  louder  Menaces, 
Scattering  a  Storm  of  Wind  and  Dust  about, 
Which  put  their  Candle  and  their  Courage  out. 

N.O's  methods  of  translation  may  be  seen  by  comparing  the 
passage  on  page  32,  lines  7-14,  with  the  French: 

J'ai  cru  remplir  au  choeur  ma  place  accountumee, 

La,  triomphant  aux  yeux  des  chantres  impuissans, 

Je  benissois  le  peuple,  et  j'avalois  I'encens, 

Lorsque  du  fond  cache  de  notre  sacristie, 

Une  epaisse  nuee  a  longs  flots  est  sortie. 

Qui,  s'souvrant  a  mes   yeux,  dans  son  bleuatre  eclat, 

M'a  fait  voir  un  serpent  conduit  par  le  prelat. 

In  place  of  Boileau's  lean  and  brisk  French,  N.O.'s  English  is 
consciously  archaic;  he  uses  epithets  throughout,  turns  the  direct 
action  into  a  personified  abstraction,  builds  a  complex  parallel 
structure  with  inversions  and  formulae  and  modulates  the  level  of 
his  vocabulary.     Boileau's  straight-faced  classical  restraint  is 
translated  into  the  gaudy  artifice  of  the  English  heroic  style  — from 
Sylvester  to  Dryden's  Vergil  — and  the  French  poem  is  effectively 
naturalized. 

In  several  places  N.O.  moves  far  from  his  original.   Frequently 
he  runs  beyond  the  French  in  stressing  the  grotesque,  physical 


aspects  of  the  satire  —Juvenal  remains  the  patron  of  the  English 
moralists.    His  Canto  II  is  Hudibrastic  in  tone,  rambunctious  or 
even  crude  in  its  comedy  of  the  lower  classes,    A  few  references 
to  English  life  are  intruded  as  the  prologue  to  Canto  II  observes: 
the  great  Jansenist  Arnauld  is  categorised  in  local  terms  —  '* Ar- 
nold and   all   his  little  \yhigs"  (p.  8)  and  Dryden  is  alluded  to  in 
Canto  IV  (p.  33): 

Or  rather  thou,  whose  Muse  did  Pen  the  Stories 
Of  the  sad  Contrasts  'tween  the  Whiggs  and  Toriesl 
(Ozell   at  this  point  introduced  Garth:     "And  Thou  who  painted  in 
a  deathless  strain  /  The  Licens'd  Homicides  of  Warwick-Lane!" ) 
A  larger  change  is  the  amplification  of  the  episode  with  the  owl. 
Her  revenge  on  Boirude  and  his  imprecation  are  expanded  in  a 
lively  passage  which  includes  the  localised  reference  to  "her 
that  scap'd  the   Devils  Arse  i'th'  Peak."    This  is  explained  by  a 
passage  in  Charles  Cotton's  poetry: 

Your  Guide  to  all  these  Wonders,  never  fails 
To  entertain  you  with  ridic'lous  Tales 
Of  this  strange  place,  one  of  the  Goose  thrown  in, 
Which  out  of  Peaks-Arse,  two  miles  off,  was  seen 
Shell-naked  sally,  rifled  of  her  Plume; 
By  which  a  man  may  lawfully  presume, 
The  Owner  was  a  Woman  grave,  and  wise. 
Could  know  her  Goose  again  in  that  disguise.^ 
The  most  notable  addition  to  Boileau  is  the  series  of  "Arguments" 
to  the  Cantos,  which  step  outside  the  poem  and,  in  Hudibrastic 
lines,  address  the  reader  rather  in  the  manner  of  Restoration  stage 
prologues  and  epilogues. 

We  do  not  know  who  N.O.  was.    He  does  not  appear  to  have 
translated  Boileau's  later  Cantos  V  and  VI,  nor  did  his  transla- 
tion attract  much  attention,  in  the  Augustan  age  or  later.    But  it 
can  fairly  be  considered,  along  with  its  greater  contemporaries 
MacFlecknoe  and  The  Dispensary,   as  occupying  a  meaningful 
place  in  the  tradition  of  Augustan  mock-epic  which  culminated 
in  The  Rape  of  the  Lock  and  The  Dunciad. 

McMaster  University 
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Le   Lutrin: 

AN 

HEROICK  POEM 


Canto   I. 


The   ARGUMENT. 

The  Argument  ?  what  Meis  a  Proeme, 
To  vamp  a  Three^hcdf^pemy  Poeme  ? 
No^  Reader,  No ;  'twas  iieXfer  writt 
For  thy  fakcy  hut  for  little  Chitt. 
St.  George  oth'  bachftde  of  the  Horn-book, 
Tk  Dragon  killsy  to  Humour  Scorn-book. 
And  tims  to  wkddle  in  yowtg  Fops , 
The  gilded  Sifft  hangs  ore  the  Shops : 
Mils  wont  come  in  to  Suy^  before 
She  /pies  the  IQiichhacks  at  the  Dore. 
Thus  Queajte  Madams  nieat  forbear 
Umtll  they  read^  The  Bill  ot  Fare. 

A  1  hi 


LELUTIIli.  Canto 

Injleiid  of  Fronti  (piece,  or  Babbie, 
We  plac't  to  [fleaje  fome  puiney  Rabbie, 
\V^:o  hates  an  Author  that  enlarges^ 
Ami  cons  the  Index  to  JaVe  char^^es. 

Dilcord,  that  Tearing^  HeEloring  ^nter^ 

^Provokes  a  Dean  and  his  Arch-chanter, 

Ul:o  had  liVd  friendly  forty  years^ 

To  fall  together  by  the  ears ; 

//  Rotten  Pulpit  placed  tth'  Quire 

Furntfhed  fewel  to  the  Ftre  : 

7  hree  fwafimg  ^lades^  blind  Fates  an-ee 

Should  do  the  work :  but  who  they  hee^ 

Tray  ask  the  Canto,  that  can  tell 

Better  than  I :  and  fo  Farewell. 
Thus  far  the  Porch,  now  Vtew  the  Houfe, 
Here  is  the  Mountain,  there's  the  Moufe. 


IMmortal  feuds,  and  more  than  Civil  Warrs, 
And  Fights  tho  fierce,  disfigur'd  with  no  Scarrs 
I  fing  !  And  thee  Great  PreUte^  who  of  late, 
Mau^re  the  Chanter,  and  Reluftant  Fate 
Dic'ft  raile  at  length  a  Pulptt  in  the  Qijire, 
Th'  immortal  Trophec  of  thy  Mortal  Ire. 
Twice  the  Pragmatick  Chanter^  tho  in  vain, 
PrcfumM  to  difcompofe  thy  peaceful  Reign  ; 
Tu  ice  with  Schifrnatick  Pride  did  enterprizc 
To  force  the  Chapter  in  Rebellion  rife  ; 
As  oft  the  Dt.tn  him  fwoln  with  envious  rage, 
Hurl'd  Headlong  from  high  hopes;  and  by  the  fage 

^XtOti 


Canto  I.  LE    LUT(^IN.  j 

Sexfon  aflTifted,  terrifyM  the  People 

Who  durft  difpute  the  Title  to  his  Sice/>k. 
Inftruft  me  A&/e,  for  thou  canft  tell,  what  Tliirll: 
Of  fvveet  Revenge,  tho  Dire,  engaged  firft 
Religious  Souls  to  break  the  Sacred  Tye 
Of  blefled  Peace  and  heaven-born  Amitie, 
To  make  old  Friends  new  Rivals  ;  ca/^  thtre  rejt 
Such  bitter  Gall  in  a  Religious  Breafi? 

And  thou  Great  Heroe^  whofe  wife  conduft  lliflcd 
The  growing  Schifme  which  elfe  thy  Church  had  nfled. 
With  favour  influence  my    AdventVous  Vcrfe, 
Nor  dare  to  laugh,  whileft  I  thy  Ads  rehearle. 

In  melting  Pleafures  of  Fraternal  Peace 
An  ancient  Jbky  long  had  dwelt  at  eafe, 
Whofe  Scarlet  Prebends  blearM  poor  Mortals  eyes, 
Whofe  Ermines^  Winters  Froft,  and  Snow  defies ; 
Basking  in  fat,  and  Wealth,  themfelves  they  BIcfs 
In  fweet  Repofe  of  Sacred  Idlenefs : 
Thus  Stretcht  at  length  on  downy  Featherbcds, 
To  chaunt  their  Matines  ne're  lift  up  their  Heads, 
But  before  Dinner  wak'd;  for  they  could  fmell 
The  Kitchin  Steams,  though  Deaf  to  th'  Prayer-bell ; 
When  Eyes  and  Bars  Nights  leaden  Keycompofes, 
Kind  Sleep  yet  open  left  their  fubtle  Nofes ; 
Thefe  alwaies  Ent  in  Perfon^  but  did  praifc 
Their  God  by  Proxie^  in  Harmonious  Layes, 
Pawning  the  Chanters^  and  Poor  Singing-boyc*; 
Condemned  to  thofc  inferiour  Drudgeries. 

When  Difcord  dappled  o're  with  thoufand  Crimes, 
The  Villanies  of  our  Debauched  times 
Quitting  the  humble  Scat  of  Parilh  Churches, 
On  a  Magnificent  Catljedral  Perches, 
The  hideous  clang  of  her  hate-bearing  wing 
Peace  trembled :  whilft  the  Fiend  arm'd  with  her  Sting. 

A  ]  AUight^- 


4  LE  LUT^IilK  Canto  i. 

Alighting  fwift  before  the  Pompous  Pile 

Of  ner  proud  Pallace,    ftood  and  paws'd  a  while. 

Thence  with  obferving  eye,  her  Empire  viewing, 
Fomented  Feuds  and  Warrs  thereon  cnfuing, 
Hatred,  and  variance,  her  felf  Ihe  blefles, 
Applauds  her  Wit  in  thefc  Archiev'd  fuccefles  ; 
From  Norwich  there,  ana  Brijtol  Coaches,  fhe 
Legions  of  Tories  dear,  arrivM  might  fee. 
And  could  her  Valfals  boaft  of  all  Degrees, 
Citttz^KSy  Nohlesy  Cltrksy  Priefis,  Dignities  ; 
But  above  all  her  Feats  renownM  in  ftories, 
In   this  fhe  Prides  her  felf,  in  this  fhe  Glories, 
That  Troops  of  Barr-gomHs  rangM  under  her  Banner 
Had  routed  Themes^  and  now  Triumph^t  on  her ; 

And  yet  fhe  faw,  and  rag'd,  and  GrievM  to  fee 
One  Church  difturb  this  rare  Felicity, 
One  Church  to  brave  her  triumphs ;  one  J/ane 
Threaten  to  fhakc  the  firmnds  of  her  Throne, 
That  amidft  all  thefe  Herricanes  and  Scu^s 
No  breath  of  Stormy  Wind  it's  Quiet  ruffles. 
Needs  mu/l  fo  Odious  a  figlit  as  this 

Awake  her  Rage,  make  all  her  Serpents  hifs ; 
With  Stygiim  Aconite  her  mouth  fhe  fills. 

From  glaring  eyes  fhe  (breams  of  Flame  diftills : 

''  What?  (faid  (be  with  a  tone  made  windows  Quiver,) 

'*  Have  I  been  able  hitherto  to  Shiver 

''The  Union  'twixt  Cordeliers y  Carmelites^ 

"  Domintcansy  FrAncifcans^  Minorites^ 

"  Betwixt  the  Molimjlsy  the  CeleftineSy 

**  "Janfenijlsy  "Jefuitesy  and  Augufiines  ? 

^*  Have  I  by  fecrect  Arts,  nourifht  the  Stickle 

^Between  the  Church-men ^  and  the  Contentklef 

"And  fhall  one  Pdultry  Chappel  dare  to  Brave  me; 

"Nay  hope  in  time  to  it's  nice  taws  t'  inflave  me? 

And 
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^'  And  am  I  Difcord  ftill  ?  who  any  more 
"  With  Incenfe  mil  my  S acre  A  Shrines  Adore  ? 

Thus  Ipoke  the  Hagg !  And  in  a  trice  unfeen 
Of  an  Old  Qhannr  takes  the  fhape  and  meen : 
A  cornerM  Cap  her  Snake-wiggM  Head  did  cover, 
Her  rich  Face  fparkling  Rubies  ftudded  over, 
Her  Nofe,  emlx)fsM  with  Carbuncles  Divine 
Before  her  fteps  did  hke  a  Flamboy  fhinc  ; 
Accoutred  thus,  with  Red-coat  Soldiers  pace 
Haughty  file  march't  to  find  the  Prelates  Grace. 

A  Stately  Bed,  the  Ports  moft  richly  Gilt, 
Cover'd  with  Sumptuous  Crimfon  Damask  Quilt, 
Enclosed  with  Double  Curtains,  (corning  light 
Of  mid-day  Sun,  and  counterfeiting  Night, 
Stood  clofe  in  an  Appartment  like  a  Cell 
Where  Sweet  Repofeand  Silence  chole  to  Dwell; 
The  Tefler  was  all  fac'd  with  Looking  Glafi, 
The  rare  Invention  of  this  Golden  A(s, 
ContrivM  myfterioufly  that  he  might  peep 
And  fee  how  Blithe  he  lookt,  when  fall  a-flecp. 

Here  lay  the  Mitred  Head\  in  flumber drown'd, 
Whilft  gentk  fumes  hi«  Dreaming  Temples  Crown'd  > 
A  Sprightly  Air  adorns  his  Youthful  Face, 
His  double  Chin  hangs  down  with  goodly  Grace ; 
The  Claret  fhin  d  through  the  tranfparent  Skin, 
A  broad  conjefture  where  he  late  had  been ; 
And  his  Fat  comely  Corps,  fo  thick   and  Ihort 
Made  the  Soft  Pillows  groan  under  his  Port : 
Here,  in  Sack-poffet  arm'd,  without  repining 
He  waits  in  patience  the  bleft  hour  of  Dining. 

The  Goddefs  entring,  faw  the  Table  fpreacl,. 
And  all  within  doors  rarelv  ordered. 
Then  Softly  marching  to  iiis  lodging,  took  him 
Profoundly  napping,  and  thus  fhe  belpokc  him. 

^'Slecp'Il 
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^' Sleep'ft  thou,  Great  Prelate?  Slecp'ft  thou  thenSupinc? 
*'  And  to  the  Chapter  mean'ft  thy  Place  Refign  ? 
"  Whilft  he  fings  Oremus^  makes  Grave  Proceflions, 
"And  hurls  about  by  whole-fale  Vows  and  Bleflings? 
"  Slcep'ft  thou  fecurely,  till  the  Chanter  come, 
*'  Aiicl  without  Bu/l,  or  Br/ef  procured  from  Rome, 
'^  VN'hilft  thou'rt  wrapt  up  in  floath,  and  free  from  Fears, 
*'  Ratchet  and  Surf^Uce  fhall  pluck  o're  thy  Ears  ? 
*'  Sluggard,  awake,  arife,  beftir  thee  quicK, 
*'  Renounce  thy  Eafc,  or  quit  thy  Bi/hoprick ! 

She  fpoke ;  and  from  her  Poyfbnous  Mouth  did  fling 
Into  his  Soul  the  Z^d  of  Qu^arrellmg. 

The  Dean  awakes  \  The  choler  in  his  breaft 
Fermented  boils ;  yet  he  the  fury  Bleft  ! 

Have  you  not  feen  a  Bull  by  Gad-fljr  ftung, 
VVIien  his  tormented  pride  flownc'd,  kick't,  and  flung  ? 
The  vexed  Air,  with  Ecchoes  frighted  rings  ! 
Whilll  he  exhales  his  Rage  in  ^llowings ! 
So  ftorm'd  the  Prelate^  with  his  Dream  o'rc-hcated, 
Poor  Page,  and  Chambermaid  were  rudely  treated ; 
His  mettle  mov'd  with  conceived  Indignation, 
Needs  will  he  go  to'th'  Qjiire  before  Collation. 

When  Prudent  Gilotin  his  Almoner 
With  grave   Advice  ftept  into  fl:int  the  Stir  ; 
Shews  him  the  Danger  of  that  Ralh  Defign, 
How  mad  to  go  to  Prayers,  before  he  Dine ; 
"  What  Rage  (  quoth  he  )  is  this  ?  what  head-ftrong  crotchet  ? 
"  Pray  Sir.  regard  tlie  Honour  of  your  Rotchet  ! 
*'  He  that  for  Chap f el  lets  warm  Dinnei  cool, 
"  May  think  himlelf  Devout,  Tie  think  him  Fool ! 
**Does  our  Church  confccrate  Prelates  to  Pray? 
*'  For  fhame,  this  Zeal  unfeaibnable  allay  / 
*'  Sliall  all  your  Learning  e're  make  me  believe, 
''That  this  is  Lent,  or  any  Saints  daycs  Eve? 

Thefe 
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''  Then   Reaflume  your  (elf,  forbear  to  Doat, 
'^Meat  heated  twice,  is  not  worth  half  a  Groat! 

Thus  reafon'd  Gilotin^  and  very  loath 
T  adjourn  a  Meal,  bad  'em  ferve  in  the  broath. 
The  Prelate  ftood  a  wiiile  in  deep  fufpencc, 
He  ey'd  the  Soupe  with  Holy  Reverence  ; 
O'recome  at  iuft  with  Reafon  and  good  Nature 
He  yields,  and  fits  him  down  to  tajl  the  (JreAturc  : 
'Yet  inward  Rage  did  all  the  while  provoke  liim, 
Twas  fear'd  each  Morfel  would  go  near  to  choke  him  ; 
Gilottn  faw't,  and  figh'd  !  in  Zealhe  riles 
T*  acquaint  his  party  with  thefe  Entcrprifes  ; 
Tells  them  with  Grief  of  Heart,  what  rude  Affronters 
Of  Lawn-lleev'd  Grandeur  were  thefe  SdiV^cy  Chanttrs  \ 
Protefts  they'd  vex  t  his  Lordjhp  (b  that  day 
His  Meat  wxnt  down  like  OrtSy  or  old  chopt  Hay ! 
Nay  I  may  fafely  fay't  without  Prefumprion, 
This  Courfc  mull  bring  him  int*  a  Deep  Confumption! 

Now  might  you  fee  whole  troops  of  Chxnof2s,  all 
To  Rcndtvouz.  in  the  great  Pallace-hall  I 
So  have  you  fcen  perhaps  Legions  of  Cr.:?tes, 
Marching  on  Wing  o're  Strymons  Spacious  plains. 
When  the  proud  Py^mies^  muft'ring  their  warlike  Nation 
Defign  aganill  them  an  Unjuft  Invafion  ! 

Surpriz'd  at  fight  of  this  ^reat  friendly  Rabble, 
The  Sweetned  Prelate  riles  trom  the  Table  ; 
Nodding  he  Toucht  his  Hat,  to  keep  Deantm  ; 
Nor(ccm'dto///;^/yr,  nor  bafely  to  Adore  '//w  ! 
His  face  no  longer  ihone  with  Orient  Flame, 
But  picas'd,  recalls  the  good  Wejlph.ilLi.H.wi  \ 
Then  takes  himlelf  a  lufty  Beer-bow  1  brimmer 
Of  l\,uy  Cl.vtt^  and  Commends  a  Swimmer 
To  the  good  Company ;  they  witli  )oint  confent 
I'ollow  the    Pfi/M'js  oractoNs  Precedent ; 

B  An: 
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And,  whilft  their  circling  Healths  znd  Hesds  go  round, 
JrKo/d  and  all  his  little  IVhigs^  Confound  ! 

With  Ncciar^  killing-thirft  they  will  allay ; 
The  Voider  comes,  the  Cloath  is  tane  away, 
The  Pnlate  tlien  with  words  exprcfling  Grief, 
Unto  his  Confidents  declaims  in  brief! 

'•  My  hrave  ConfederAtesy  in  all  Intricgues, 
<«  Proppiiig  my  Intereft  with  your  holy  Leagues, 
*'  Whole  Votes  Unanimous  once  made  me  Deafty 
"VViidC  boots  this  Meagre  Title?  Honour  Lean? 
"'  iNty  Name  but  mentiond ;  Ay,  and  fcarcely  that, 
'^Uiilefs  perhaps  at  th&  Magnificat  \ 
^'  How  can  you  bear  to  fee  this  Rafcal  Nole  me, 
'^  And  his  Comhimd  mates  thus  dare  t  oppofe  me  ? 
'^  Invading  all  my  Rights  and  Privilcdges, 
*'  My  Compeer  th'  Impudent j  himfelf  AUedges. 
''  Thus  leaping  ore  all  bounds  of  Law   and  Reafbn, 
*a  think  t'hdite  the  Rekl  of  High  Treafon\ 
*'  Tor  I  have  by  me,  or  at  leaft  can  get 
*'  Such  VVitneffes,  be  fure  fhall  do  the  feat ! 
^'This  very  Morn  ('tis  no  fond  tale  I  tell  thee, 
*' A  Goddejs  in  a  Dream  fhew'd  what  befell  me^ 
•'  This  Infolcnt  Vpflart  e're  I  was  Dreffing 
*'  Stcpt  up  into  my  ThroxKy  and  gave  the  Blefling ; 
''And  now  to  cut  my  Throat,  the  laft  of  Harms, 
*'  T!.e  V1II.XW  would  ufurp  my  proper  Arms.^ 

More  would  he  fain  have  faid,  but  briny  tears 
Mixt  with  redoubled  fighs  and  inward  fears, 
Did  intercept  his  Ipcech,  cut  (hort  his  Story, 
Af^.d  fpoird  the  Tenor  of  his  Oratory. 

But  Zs^^ous  Gllotin^    who  condoPd  his  Merits, 

Had  one  Device  yet  left  to  chear  his  Spirits : 
Tor  ma! king  how  the  Prelates  fpeech  did  vary, 
HHc  calU  for  a  brisk  Glafs  of  old  Canary. 

Mean 
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Mean  time  came  SUrac  in,  whom  Age  made  ll;  w. 
Limping  upon  his  crutch,  the  News  to  know  ; 
Full  tburfcore  years,  this  Dotard  in  the  Q^r: 
Had  prafl:is'd  ;  all  the  Cu-ftoms  oF  his  Sire, 
All  Ancient  ulages  he  could   Delcribe, 
For  he  was  Dad  of  all  the  linging  Tribe  ; 
Him  time  preferr'd,  when  waving  many  another, 
From  poor  Chnrch-Tvarde??  to  a  Ftjtry-brother  ; 
He  by  the  PnLitts  pale   and  fading  colour 
Had  quickly  ghefs't  the  nature  of  his  dolour, 
And  Iwectly  iiniling,  he  Addrefles  thus : 

"And  why,  ^wy  Lord\  fb  Pufillanimous  ? 
*' Leave  to  the  Chanttr  fruitlefs  moans  and  tears, 
*'  Attend  the  wifdom  of  now  fourfcore  years, 
"  Enricht  with  large  experience  of  affairs ; 
^'  If  of  thy  wrongs  thou  hopefi:  for  Repairs, 
"Then  lend  thy  Ear  attentive,  ^;r,  be  w^ife, 
"  And  put  in  praftile  what  the  Heavens  Advife  ! 

"  At  th'  end  o'th*  Q^re  where  now  the  Haughty  Kji.^vr 
"  Enthroned  in  borrowed  lufl-re  dares  to  Brave 
"  Thy  Sovtraignty^  upon  tliat  Iron  Grate 
"  Stood  once  a  Pulpit  fquare  of  Ancient  date, 
"  Behind  this  Machine^  cover'd   as  with  a  skreen, 
"The  Sneaking  Chanter  (carce  could  thenbcfeen; 
"  Whil'ft  on  the  oppofite  Seat,  our  Dean  did  fhine 
''In  Humane  eyes  with  Majefty  Divine; 
*'How't  came  about  I  know  not,  but  fbme  Devil 
"  I  do  conclude  the  Author  of  this  Evil ; 
"^  Whether  (bme  envious  hand  had  pluckt  it  down 
"  By  Night  ;  or  Time,  or  rigid  Fate  had  throw  n 
''  The  Strufture  from  it's  Bafe,  yet  this  is  true, 
"One  morn  we  found  ith  Floor  the  Sacred  Ptv  ! 
"The  Chanter  I  fuppofe  might  Plot  with  Heaven; 
"  Be't  fb !  we  may  with  toth  in  time  be  Even : 

B  2  ^^Rut 
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*  But  down  it  came,  and  for  the  better  Grace 
**  That  Holy  things  might  reft  in  Holy  Place,  ' 
"Wc  lodg'd  It  in  the  Veftry  ftraight,  and  there 
"  'T  has  lyen  dcfpis'd  in  duft,  thefe  thirty  year 
"  Fighting  with  Worms  and  Spiders,  who  therein 
''Their  curious  Webbs  do  weave,  and  fine  thredSpinj 
^'  And  thirty  more  might  lie,  for  uft  of  Preachings 
**  Yet  'tis  a  Tool  for  this  Rogues  over-reaching. 

"  Now  mark  me  Sir !  no  fooner  fliall  the  NiglK: 
*'  His  fable  Wings  fpread  otc  the  vanquifht  Light, 
'*Biit  three  out  of  our  Number,  without  Ryot, 
''  Will  Slip  into  the  Churchy  while  all  is  quiet, 
*'And  under  Covert  of  the  darkncfs  Strive 
'*  O.icc  more  the  Ruinous  Fulfith  Mafs  Revive : 
*'  And  if  next  day  the  Chanter  dares  o*rethrow  it, 
*'  By  tw  enty  AGions  thou  fhalt  make  him  know  it, 
*'  What  'tis  to  rouze  a  fteefing  Prelate !  Tliis 
"  The  Proper  Glory  of  a  Prelate  is, 
*'  To  Vindicate  againft  Malignant  People 
*^The  "Jus  Divinum  of  his  Ancient  Steeple; 
*'  To  relcue  from  bafe  Sacrilegious  hands 
*' His  Tithes,  his  OSerings,  Perquifites,  and  Lands; 
*'  This  makes  him  Glorious  to  the  prelent  Age, 
*'  This  future  Immortality  Prefagc : 
**'Whar,  wilt  confine  thy  Glories  to  a  Quire? 
'*  To  Preach  and  Pray  did  Heaven  award  thy  Hire  ? 
**  Such  Virtues  might  Adorn  the  dayes  of  Yore, 
*'  When  Prtlites  only  Humble,  Pious,  Poor, 
*'  Boalkd  in  empty  Epithetes ;  new  Times 
*"'  Require  new  Manners,  fuited  to  our  Crimes ; 
*'  Let  Church-men  now  frequent  the  Barr  and  Plead, 
"  And  Ccok  and  Littleton^  not  hdthcrs  read ; 
*'  The  Law,  the  L£rv\  thy  work  !  then  fliall  the  Croud 
^'  PrclTing  thy  Throne^  with  Pra\  ers  implore  aloud 

Thy 
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*^  Thy  BenediftionSy  which  thou  may'ft  Difpenfe 
*'  By  dozens,  fcores,  and  Hundreds,  and  from  thence 
'^  To  his  Regrett,  the  fretting  envious  Elf 
"Shall  fee  tnee  thoufands  Blcls;  and /y^/?;/  himfdfl 

To  fee  the  Mighty  Power  of  Eloqtimct^ 
How  Httle  fliort  'tis  of  Omnifotenct  I 
Sidrus  difcourfe  had  charm'd  their  Ears  and  Heart, 
And  Planet-ftrook  the  Dcm  flood  for  his  part; 
Now  on  the  Place  before  a  foot  they  ftirr, 
The  Lot  muft  tell  whon.  Deftinies  preferr 
To  this  important  fcrvicc  ;  All   pretend 
Both.  Zeal,  andFitnefs  for  this  Noble  end; 
The  PnLttt  then  ftroaking  his  Milk-white  Beard 
Witli  Wiidom  Ipoke,  with  Reverence  was  Heard  : 

The  Lot  J  my  Majltrs  !  I  ordatn  your  Lav  ; 

From  Vrn  Impartial  each  his  Fortune  draw  : 
'Twas  faid,  'twas  done  ;  Now  all  leave  off  their  Qulbhng^ 
Each  Mothers  Son  betakes  himlelf  to  Scribling ; 
Bull  thirty  Names  at  leaft,  in  Tickets  rolled 
Were  reckoned  ;  And  that  none  might  be  cajolled, 
Wtlltam,  a  Novice  'mongft  the  finging  boj  es 
^Who  ferv'd  in  time  oi  Need  to  make  a  Noife,) 
Muft  draw  the  Lots ;  And  now  from  fatal  Bonnet 
Each  man  abides  his  Doom,  what  e  re  comes  on  it. 

Thrice  had  the  Dean  with  hands  lift  up  to  Heaven 
Unto  this  Pious  Work  the  Bleffing  given ; 
His  holy  Hand  thrice  fhakes  the  fatal  Cap, 
j4nd  happy  man  he's  Dole  ivho  has  the   Hap\ 
Now  William  trembling  to  the  Work  Addrcffes, 
Him  too  the  bounteous  Dean  AU-to-bc-Blefles; 
The  Boy  was  newly  fhorn,  of  ruddy  Hew, 
But  when  he  came  to't,  the  poor  Lad  look't  Blew; 
And  now  he  draws !  firft  Bront/ns  Name  appears. 
Thrice  happy  Name  to  cure  the  Prelates  fears ! 

For 
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For  w  hat  Icfs  couki  that  Thtmdrmg  Namt  prefage, 
Than  tliat  lic'd  prove  7ht  Terror  of  the  Jgef 

All's  hulht  again  ;  and  tor  the  fecond  turn 
The  boy  advanced  his  fliaking  hand  to  th'  Urn  ; 
When  the  kind  fates  gave  out  th'  Aufpicious  Name 
0{  Jo/j/j  tlie  C/oci-maker:  A  Cock  oth'  Game, 
This  'Joh?t  liad  been,    but  now  a  jolly  fellow 
Had  yok'd  himlclf  to  Nax/,   his  dear  Bed-fellow  ; 
This  happy  pair,  ( lay  they  )  before  their  Marriage 
Had  guihy  been  of  fome  unhandfome   carriage , 
But  after  three  years  ftealing  fecret  pleafure 
The  Prieft  had  joyn'd  their  hands,  at  leaft^  together. 

A  third  remains ;  The  Prelate  takes  the  Urn, 
And  to  play  fair  gives  it  a  double  turn  : 
1  heir  fligg'ring  Souls  do  now  on  Tiptoes  fland, 
Twixt  fears    and  hopes  for  the  deciding  hand ; 
How  blithe  waft  thou,  how  Buxome,  and  how  chicket. 
When  once  thy  Name  proclaimed  by  the  Ticket, 
Paft  all  the  fear  of  Contingent  Difauer, 
ApiKarM  before   the  face  of  thy  great  Mafter^ 
Bcirude  ( 1  mean)  the  Sexton?  Some  do  fay, 
Thy  livid  Front  eVe  while  as  pale  as  Clay, 
(ilow'd  into  Sanguine;  and  thy  Rofy  Hew 
Did  the  Wan  Sallow  of  thy  Hide  Subdue ! 
Thy  Gouty  Legs  and  Toes  benummM  before, 
Vcntur'd  to  cut  three  Capers  on  the  Floor! 

Now  miglit  you  hear  the  Crowd  at  chearful  Rates 
A|)plaud  the  Juftirc  of  the  Gentle  Fates, 
Who  by  their  peremptory  ftrift  commands 
Dil'posM  the  work  into  luch  able  Hands  ; 
Faith  with  the  Court  Dilfolvcs,  all  fatisfi'd. 
And  to  tlicir  Quarters  in  great  Triumph  hy'd. 

The  Dtdn  alone,  to  cool  his  Zeal  enraged, 

SlumbciM  rill  a  foft  Supper  mi^ht  affwace  it! 

CANTO 
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Canto.  I  L 


The  ARGUMENT. 

Fo}faken  Nancy  in  this  Canto, 

^nn^s  'gMfijl  her  John  a  Quo  Warranto, 

Xaujc  he  had  left  her  in  r/:e  Lurch, 

To  rear  a  W.[>it  in  the  Church : 

Jnd  under  colow  of  ^ligton 

Courted  another  pretty  pigeon. 

Kow  )0H  mufl  know  tku  all  the  'Blame 

Was  laid  upon  the  Baggage  Fame  j 

Who  rais'd  between  thm  the  fad  Scjtiahhky 

©)  forging  of  this  Idle  Fable  ! 

Next  you  p^all  fee  in  Sluggijl^  Drefs^ 

That  Gallant  Lady  Idlenels ; 

Who  has  more  Suitors  waiting  on  her^ 

Than  the  mofl  ytrtuous  Maid  of  Honour ) 
^ut  here  I  almoft  had  forgot 
To  own  the  Error  of  our  Tlot, 
The  Poet  lad  his  Scene  in  France, 
^ut  I  cant  tell  by  what   Mtfchancey 
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He  now  and  then  d.ms  Venture  over^ 
And  Jicps  as  far  as  Deal  or  Dover. 

MEdii  while  a  Hag^a;^  made  up  of  Mouths  and  Ears, 
Who  prates  botli  what,and  more  than  what  flic  hears, 
The  Moderns  call  her  Fa^7.e  :  This  crafty  Jade 
Of  Slandring  drives  an  unknown  fubtle  trade  ; 
For  (be  had  got  the  Faculty  to  Brew 
With  dubious,  Certain  *,  and  with  falfe,  things  true  ; 
And  with  fuch  Art  fhe  her  Ingredients  mixed, 
That  where  flie  pleas'd  A  Calumny  flic  fixed ; 
Tliis  Baggage  once  in  her  mad  Moods  and  Tenfes 
Had  Lombard  read,  the  Mafter  o'th'  Sentences ; 
Thence  flje  had  learn'd  to  fpread  a  Lie  Malicious, 
And  then  lo  ferve  a  Turn,  us'd  the  Officious ; 
When  her  light  bufincfs  call'd  her  to  the  Court 
Us'd  the  Jocofe,  and  lewdly  ly'd  in  fport ; 
Her  trade  fhe  pradis'd  firft  in  private  Letters, 
Bcfpatter'd  there,  and  vilifi'd  her  Betters  : 
In  Coffee-houfes  then  fhe  grew  a  Prater, 
Broke  off  all  Trades,  ilie  fets  up  Obfervator, 

A  Jufticc  once  clapt  her  i'ch'  Stocks  and  ftripther. 
Then  by  a  tough-back't  Knave  feverely  Whipt  her  j 
Not   warn'd,  the  Brazen-face  would  out  be  flying 
Agalnft  the  State  with  her  Opprobrious  Lying ; 
"[{ocki'Y  for  Leafing  put  her  to  the  Horning, 
In  E/jr/j/;d  flic  was  Pillory'd  for  Suborning  ; 
Athoufand  pounds  for  Falic  News  inc  was  fined  ; 
And  till  file  paid  the  fine  to  G.iol  Confined  : 
Venturing  at  laft  on  Scandulum  ^^h^nxtuni. 
Two  Thoufand  more  ;  yet  fi-ill  tlic  Jade  did  rate  'um  : 
Thus   did  the  Gvpfey  flutter  \\\i  and  down 
Through  Cirv,  Counrrv,  Village,  and  good  Town  : 

On.c 
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OnCe  at  a  Barbers  Shop  fhe  took  a  Lodging, 

But  fickle  ill  her  Humour  foon  was  trudging 

Toth'  Crofs'keys^  Gun^  and  Shif\  itill  her  Head  Q^iarrcrs 

Where  e'rc  flic  roam'd  by  day,  was  the  Crack-lai tcib  ! 

Forging,  and  telhng  Stories,  with  Iwitc  Wings 

This  tale  at  lalt  to  Jealous  Nancy  brings  : 

She  tells  (her  tale  Tm  fure,  loft  nought  i'th' telling,^ 

How  ^ohns  mifguided  zeal,  'gainft  Vows  rebelling, 

Under  a  quaint  pretence  to  fet  uprigiit 

A  Pew  (forfboth!)  intends  to  watch  that  Night; 

But  the  perfidious  wretch,  intends  (  fayes  tame  ) 

To  Gratifie  another  kind  of  Flame! 

For  tyr'd  with  Lawful  Love,  and  honeft  KiflTes, 

He  elfwhere  payes  the  Tribute  of  Careffes 

Due  to  his  Spoufe  alone  :  Eafie  Belief 

ReccivM  the  News  with  Tcrrour  mixt  with  Grief! 

With  finger  in  Eye,  and  Hair  about  her  Shoulders, 
Poor  Nm  runs  out ;  thought  Mad  by  the  beliolders. 
Nor  caring  much  whether  fhe  wrong  or  right  him, 
In  this  rude  language  ftraight  begins  t*Indnt  him. 

Dilfembling  Traitor !  could  not  Faith  once  plighted. 
Nor  thofc  Embraces  wherein  we  delighted, 
Nor  thy  Poor  Wench  ready  to  run  a  Madding, 
Cool  thy  hot  Cod-piece,  but  thou  muft  be  Gadding  ? 
Perfidious  Wretch !  didft  thou  fit  up  to  make 
A  Clock  or  Watch,  fome  Comfort  I  might  take  ; 
And  hope  of  Lawful  gain  might  flake  my  Anguifli, 
Wliilft  in  thy  Abfence,  I,  poor  I  did  Languiih  : 
But  what  wild  Phrenzie?  what  capricious  Folly? 
What  Whimfey  ?  what  Religious  Melancholly  ? 
What  ftrange  Conundrum's  got  into  thy  Head , 
To  leave  for  Rotten  Pulpit  thy  fwcct  Bed  ? 
Ah  !  whether  goeft  my  "John  ?  doll  Fly  thy  Nancy  ? 
Can  our  delichtful  Nichts  forfake  thy  Fancy  ? 

^  ^  C  What* 
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What !  can^ft  wich  dry  Eyes  view  my  tears  ftill  Dropping  ? 

Sec  liow  the  Stupid  Block  (lands  mute,  and  moping  I 

If  my  foft  Heart  cafie  to  thy  Defires 

Hath  alv\  ayes  met  with    Equal  Flames  thy  fires  ; 

And  if  to  gratific  thy  Itch,  (my  Honey,) 

I  flood  not  on  tii'  nice  points  of  Matrimony; 

If  m  my  Arms,  thou,  thou  haft  had  (ble  part, 

Speak  not  that  wounding,  killing  word,  Depart, 

Thus  fpokc  our  Lover  whining,  plain  and  round, 
And  clobM  her  fjxcch  with  an  half-dying  fwoon  ; 
Upon  a  Pallet  backwards  down  file  fell, 
Fortune  had  placM  the  Couch  exceeding  well ; 
Twenty  to  one  fhe  elfc  had  broke  her  Rump, 
Up  ftaits  amazed  "Johr?^  beftirs  his  Stump, 
'Twixt  Zeal  and  Love,  his  heart  flood  long  divided,. 
Till  Zeal  at  laft  the  Q^ieftion  decided ; 
And  thus  his  fmother'd  paflion  got  vent. 
Smoothing  w  ith  kind  words  o^e    his  wild  Intent. 

DcarSpoufe,  (faid  he  with  voice  unkindly  kindj 
Shalf  eVe  thy  favours  Aide  out  of  my  mind  r 
The  Rhine  (hall  ifirft  his  ftreams  mix  with  the  Loire^ 
Ere  I  forget  the  fence  of  my  Devc-ire; 
Nay  firft  fhall  France  keep  Faith  and  Oath  with  Spain, 
E'rc  I  thy  love-fick  Agonies  difdain : 
But  never  Dream,  that  when  I  gave  my  Troth, 
T  w  ould  become  a  Slave  unto  my  Oath ; 
Our  Nation  knows  no  fuch  nice  Obligation, 
The  Ancient  Faiths  now  quite  worn  out  of  fafliion ; 
Had  the  Fates  trufted  me  with  mine  own  Lot, 
I  ne're  had  rafhly  knit  the  Wedlock  Knot ; 
Rut  from  thofe  lubtle  Rites  had  ftill  been  free 
To  taft  the  fruit  of  the  forbidden  Tree; 
But  hnce  that  matters  in  this  pofture  ftand, 
Grudge  not  my  Glory,  if  I  lend  a  hand 

To 
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To  this  blcfsM  work,  the  Height  of  my  defire^ 

To  Raife  the  Pulpit  in  the  facred  Qiire. 

Compofe  thefe  paflions  ftrughng  in  thy  Breaft, 

Dry  up  thofe  Tears!  Come  Sweet!  Lye  down  and  reft  / 

Hefaid;  but  what,  the  Wench  regarded  not, 
EVe  half  was  done,  the  firft  (he  had  forgot ; 
With  hollow  Cheeks,  and  ftaring  Eyes  ihe  vicwM  him, 
Trembling  (he  lay,  and  in  her  heart  befhrewM  him  ; 
Long  filent,  ftifled  thoughts  with  pain  at  laft 
Broke  pri(bn,  Raging  then  (he  RailM  as  faft. 

No,  no,  Bafe  Varlet !  Thy  Sire  neVe  was  Baker, 
Nor  cam'll  thou  of  the  blood  of  a  Clock-maker ! 
Thy  Mother  never  rode  in  Hackney  Coach, 
A  Baftard-brat  rather' of  (bme  Turn-broch, 
Or  Cmcafus  did  form  thee,  of  a  Pebble, 
Or  fbme  fell  Tigre{s  nurs'd  thee  with  her  nibble ; 
Sure  with  her  Milk  thou  drew'ft  in  Fcritie, 
Other  rie  ne're  believe  until  I  Die : 
For  to  what  end  fhould  I  the  Ra(cal  flatter  ? 
Let  me  (bb,  roar,  or  fwoon,  'tis  all  a  matter 
To  marble-hearted  "John'y  and  all  I  gain 
Is  to  draw  on  frefh  injuries  again ! 
A  Pew  !  what  Mortal  throat  can  ever  gulp  it, 
Thus  to  conipare  me  with  a  Rotten  Pulpit ! 
Has  all  my  (colding  (queezM  from's  Eyes  one  Tear  ? 
Has  he  expre(b't  the  leaft  Remor(e  for's  Dear  ? 
When  he  came  hither  firft,  this  paltrey  Jack 
Had  (carce  a  Shooe  to's  foot,  a  Rag  to's  back ; 
Nay  I  can  (afely  fwear't,  becaufe  I  know't. 
The  Villain  was  not  worth  a  fingle  Groat; 
I  like  a  Fool  took  him  to  Bed  and  Board, 
And  now  the  Rafcal  fwaggers  like  a  Lord  : 
But  why  thus  Raving  do  I  beat  a  Rock, 
Only  to  purchafc  foam  ?  Bale  Spirits  mock 

C  2  /V!>iccl 
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Abjeft  complaints ;  Humble  Petitionings, 

Are  ftill  contemn'd,  but  in  the  breafts  of  Kings. 

Then  ftudy  brave  Revenge,  defpifed  Love, 
Nor  (hall  Repentance  e're  my  Pity  move ; 
And  when  thy   Ears  fhall  hear  my  Pafliiig-bell, 
Then,  then  expeft  Another  kind  of  Knell ; 
My  Angry  Ghoft  fhail  haunt  thy  Confcious  Soul, 
Tie  Ring  thee  fuch  a  Peal,  fhall  make  thee  Howl; 
Hobgoblins  fhall  thy  houfe  turn  topfey-turvey, 
Conlcience  fliall  then  upbraid  thee,  what  a  Scurvey 
Knave  thou  haft  been  to  thy  Defcrted  Wife, 
And  make  thee  Pulpits  Curfe,  whil'ft  thou  haft  Life! 
Nay,  rie  purfue  thee  to  the  Stygian  Lake, 
And  ugly  Ballads,  Boyes  of  thee  mall  make. 

This  faid,  Ihe  dropt  backwards  upon  her  breech, 
For  raging  fbrrow  quite  had  ftopt  ner  Ipeechj 
The  noife  awakenM  JJfe  her  trufty  Maid, 
Who  Hobling  foon  came  in  unto  her  Aid. 

Now  Darknefs  had  exilM  th'  expiring  Day, 
Supper  to  Service  had  given  leave  to  play  ; 
The  fudling  Chanters  now  in  Clubs  were  got. 
Wetting  their  Whittles  with  the  good  Ale-pot. 

Brontin^  w^hom  Zeal   for  th'  krvice  had  made  quicker. 
Bethought  himfelf,  A  Punch  of  Nappy  Liquor 
In  a  Cold  Winters  Night  was  no  falfe  Latine, 
To  qualifie  Devotion  for  the  Matine ; 
This  Cargo,  Gilotins  deep  providence 
Laid  in  ;  he  was  (fay  truth)  A  man  of  fence, 
ThcfincU  o  tlf  Bottle  made  him  eis'ly  lugg 
The  grateful  Cumber  of  the  Double'  J^^gS  ) 
Thus  trudg* d  he  nimble :  Whom  fliould  he  ftumblc  ntyi  on, 
But  that  tough  ftick  of  Wood,  I^ar//^  the  Sexton  ? 
Novv  I  o:h  together  warmM  with  Zeal  were  hafting 
To  meet  the  Clock  maker,  for  Time  was  wafting: 

Come ! 
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Come!  come  away!  (cryM  they;  with  quick  devotion, 
The  Sun's  now  gone  to  tipple  in  the  Ocean  ! 
The  Murky  Night  which  veils  the  Evenings  bravery, 
Will  make  a  handfbme  Cloak  to  hideour  Knavery ; 
What  ails  thee  Man  ?  where  haft  of  late  been  mew'd  up  ? 
Thou  look'ft  as  if  firft  eaten,  and  then  fpew'd  up : 
Where  is  that  morning  Zeal,  that  with  thee  rofe? 
Chear  up,  and  pluck  thy  Heart  out  of  thy  Hole ! 
Come,  fear  no  Colours !  The  end  the  Aft  will  hallow  ! 
Then  whether  Honour  calls  thee,  bravely  follow. 

The  Clock-maker  knew  not  well  how  to  take  it, 
Nor  whether  Jeft  or  Earneft  he  fhould  make  it, 
Half  Pale,  halt  Red  he  lookt  with  motley  paflion. 
For  Shame  and  Rage  had  dy»d  him  in  that  fafhion ; 
Yet,  on  my  word  the  Knave  had  wit  ins  Anger, 
And  wifely  took  along  his  rufty  Hanger ; 
For  he  reiolv'd  at  a  Dead  pinch  to  knock  it. 
And  fcorn'd  to  ftand,  and  (neak  with  hands  in  Pocket ; 
Nails  he  a  handful  took,  and  on  his  fhoulders 
A  Maflie  Beetle,  frighted  the  beholders  ; 
An  Axe,  a  Saw,  a  Hammer,  and  a  Mallet 
The  fturdy  knave  had  trufs'd  in  Leathern  Wallet; 
They  march  accoutred  in  Warlike  Parade, 
And  Joh^f  appears  at  th'  Head  of  the  Brigade ; 
The  filent  Moon,  viewing  their  ftatcly  Port, 
Withdrew  her  Beams,  fhe  might  not  fpoil  the  fport. 

Difccxd  faw  all,  and  fet  up  a  loud  Laughter, 
Th'  Eccho  rebounds  and  fhook  Heavens  hollow  Rafter ;. 
The  Noife  had  almoft  wakenM  Idlenefs 
As  fhe  at  Court  with  Eafe  held  (weet  Carcfs, 
The  frisking   Pleafiires  danced  by  her  fide. 
The  Nuns  her  Votaries,  her  Deify *d ; 
One,  in  a  Corner  Stufft  the  Prebends  hides, 
One,  plea&ntly  the  Chanons  robes  Derides ; 

Luxup 


Luxury  to  her  State  devoutly  bows, 
And  Sleep  drop*t  Poppy-water  on  her  Brows. 
This  Even  the  fleepy  Dofe  they  had  redoubled, 
In  vain!  for  Dilcord's cries  her  fleep  had  troubled! 
And  envious  Night  confpiring  with  that  Devil, 
BuzzM  in  her  Drowfy  Ears  the  Tragick  Evil ; 
Night  tells  her  how  the  Prelate  did  defign 
To  make  Difturbance  in  the  Sacred  Shrine; 
How  fhe  had  fcen  three  Mortal  Foes  to  Quiot, 
March  in  Bana/ia ;  and  Three  will  make  a  Ryot : 
How  Difcord  threatned,  to  augment  the  fray, 
A  Pulpit  to  ereft  by  Break  of  Day ; 
Which  would  the  people  raife  in  Mutinies, 
Thus,  thus  the  Fates  had  written  in  the  Skies ! 

At  tliis  Report,  portending  deadly  Harm, 
Idltmfs  raisM  her  lelf  up  on  one  Arm, 
One  Languid  Eye  fhe  opes,  and  with  weak  Voice 
Drop't  thefe  foft  whifpers ;  fearing  her  own  Noife. 

Ah  Night!  fad  tale  thou  teirft  !  what  envious  Fiend, 
Willi  new  CombuftiCMis  doth  my  Quiet  rend  ? 
Ah !  \A  hat's  become  of  thole  thrice  blefled  Dayes, 
When  Idle  Princes  crown'd  with  witherd  Bayes 
Slept  on  their  Thrones,  and  tamely  worfhipt  me. 
Leaving  their  Scepters  to  a  Deputy  ? 
All  Night  the  Court  did  Feaft,  and  fleptall  Day, 
Creeping  abroad  perhaps  when  verdant  May 
VVitn  Gentle  breathing  Zsfh^^  fweet  approaches 
Call'd  them  to  th'  Park,  drawn  in  fix  Horfe-and- Coaches. 
That  happy  Age  is  fled  ;  for  now  a  Prince 
Has  got  the  Throne,  and  banifht  me  long  fince ; 
Scorning  my  Pleafures :  to  my  melting  Charms 
He  ftops  his  Ears  with  Thundring  Drums  Alarms: 
And  breaks  my  pleafing  Dreams  with  Trumpets  Sounrl, 
Nor  Summers  Heat,  nor  Winters  Froft  confound 
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His  Daring  projefts ;  warlike  preparations, 

Refolv'd  to  Attack  the  World  with  frefh  Invafions ! 

Nay  all  niy  Subjefts  ripe  for  Infurreftion 

Imbibe  with  eagernefs  the  Dire  Infedion. 

Twice  had  I  hop'd  with  flatt'ring  Peace  to  cool 

His  Martial  Ardor;  'twice  to  fhut  the  School 

Of  "Janus :     All  in  Vain !  except  I  find 

More  Worlds  to  fatiate  his  Ambitious  Mind ! 

Twould  tire  my  feeble  feet  to  trace  the  way 

Where  the  hard  Stages  of  his  Valour  lay  ; 

But  yet  I  pleas'd  my  felf  with  hopes  to  meet 

For  my  difturbed  Soul  (bme  fafe  Retreat : 

I  fancied  that  A  Church  might  eafe  afford, 

Where  Church-men  fleep  in  Bed,  and  wake  at  Board; 

But  Oh !  thefe  Chanters,  Chanons  make  a  Pother, 

A  Dog  can't  reft,  whiPftone  worries  another; 

And  which  provokes  me  moft  to  Indignation, 

The  whole  world's  fet  a  gog  on  Reformation. 

What  Holy  Mother  Church,  Impofing  faith, 

This  Age  receives  not  with  Implicit  Faith ; 

Nay  Blind  Obedience  now  is  fiyl'd  J  F/cty 

Sawcy  Diffenters  will  be  counted  wife ; 

Men  now  Plead  Confcience,   make  a  heavy  Din 

With  Heaven  and  Hell ;  of  Duty  prate,  and  Sin  : 

Thefe  empty  Names  have  fet  the  V/orldon  fire ! 

Now  eVe  they  fwallow,  they  will  firft  enquire  ; 

They  1  fee  a  Reafon  given  for  Church  Commands, 

And  ufe  their  Eyes,  e're  they  beftir  their  Hands. 

Who  can  Remember,  and  not  fadly  grieve, 
Thofc  eafie  dayes  when  on  the  Prelates  fleevc 
The  fijpple  Laity  had  pinn'd  their  Soul, 
Nor  Private  durft  the  Publick  Faith  Controll; 
When  Canons,  Confcience;  Rubrick,  Reafon  mated. 
And  Souls  had  learn't  to  bow,  and  ne'rc  debate  it  ? 

Then 
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Then  Majfes^  Jves,  Credo*s  Glory  earned. 
Blind  Votaries  then  could  reach  it  unconcerned  ! 

But  now  the  Begging  Fryars  are  all  for  travel. 
They  exercifc  their  Toes  in  Duft  and  Gravel; 
The  preaching  Friars  fuch  a  coil  do  keep, 
My  aking  head  can  get  no  wink  of  Sleep ! 
'^'ct  my  CtjltrciaKs  did  a  little  blefs 
M\'  hopes,  in  Cloiftcrs  pampering  Idlenefs, 
When  a  Mifchievous  Pulpits  Curft  intent 
Threatens  to  force  me  thence  to  Banifhment ! 

Ah  Night  !  the  Dear  Aflbciate  of  my  Sleep, 
Wilt  with  thefe  Villains  Correfpondence  keep  ? 
Ah  Night!  Sweet  Night  !  IfeVe  thou  didft  Eflay 
With  me  the  Joyes  concealed  from  the  Dav, 

Then  fufter  not Much  morefhe  woula  havefpoke. 

Had  not  a  Qualm  crept  oVe  her  heart,  and  broke 
The  Languid  purpole :  Down  fhe  (ank  in  Bed, 
Sigh'd,  ftretch  d  her  Arms,  clos'd  Eyes,  and  Slumbered ! 


ANTO 
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Canto    III. 


The  ARGUMENT. 

An  Owl  inJlruSled  by  tk  Nighty 

Cwmingly  counterfeits  ^Sprite : 

In  Tulpit  cloje  Jhe  lies  Terdue, 

Md  terrifies  the  Prelates  Crew  ! 

They  ^uted  fly  with  heavy  Clatter y 

T/;e  Canto  tells  yoUy  what's  the  matter ; 

!B«t  t>ifcord  to  ^trieye  the  /port 

^Uies  them  foon  in  Warlike  fort : 

M  Oppofttions  oyerpafly 

Tky  let  the  fulpit  up  at  lajl : 

(But  fear  not  lefl  the  Prelate  Treacht  int ; 

Alas  he  has  a  further  reach  int  ! 

To  ^ight  his  FoeSy  yet  for  all's  Featingy 

Tl:e  proof  of  th*  budding  s  feen  i'th*  eating. 

gUt  Night  in  haft  with  her  Dark  Canopy, 
Shrow  ding  the  viny  Plains  of  Burgundy y 
back  to  th'  City ;  and  as  fuddenfy 
WheelM  round  to  view  the  Towers  of  Monlheri ; 
Thofe  walls,  whofe  towering  Summits  mate  the  skies, 
Built  on  a  Rock  which  Duskic  Clouds  difi^uifc. 

D  ^  And 
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And  objedls  rcprefenting  feen  from  far. 
That  they  did  move  perfwadc  the  Paflenger. 
Here  ominous  Birds,  here  Ravens  foreboding  fate, 
In  ruinous  Chinks  do  rooft,  and  keep  their  ftate  ; 
Here  thirty  Winters  mur'd  in  obfcure  Cell 
An  Owl  lecure  from  hatefull  Light  did  dwell: 
This  trufty  MelTenger  of  Dire'mifhap 
Has  the  nrft  News  of  111  dropt  in  her  lap  ; 
And  alwayes  ready  to  proclaim  fad  Tidmg 
Waits  in  thefe  Deferts,  Nights  approach  abiding: 
At  whofc  return  her  Accents  rend  the  Skies, 
And  fright  the  Vicinage  with  black  Deftinies ; 
Complaining  Progne  anf\vers  to  her  Tones^ 
And  mourning  Philomel  renews  her  Groans. 
To  whom  Night  thus:  Come, follow  me!  The  Ekd 
Obey\l,  when  firft  her  Miftrefs  voice  fhe  heard  : 

With  flight  Precipitant,  the  Pair,  out  fpring 
And  reach  the  Town  high  fayling  on  the  Wing, 
Then  wafting  at  one  Reach,  they  proudly  Pearch 
On  higheft  Pinnacle  of  the  fatal  Church ! 

Niglit  curlt  her  Eyes  to  fee  the  Camradcs  march. 
For  now  All  three  had  reacht  the  Porches  Arch ; 
She  faw  the  Clock-maker,  with  faithful  fingers 
A  glafs  of  (rniling  Wine  hold, glad,  nor  lingers: 
Here  Trufty  Mates,  A  health  I  here  Begin, 
Tliey  pledgM  him,  to  their  Patron  Giiotm : 
(^h  fee  (  fays  Night  )  thefe  Rogues  fing  Huzza  I  proud 
Offurc  fuccefs,  under  my  favouring  Shroud  ; 
Rut  come  !  the  Traitors  Coon  fhall  feel  our  Might, 
It'  I  at  Icaft  be  juftly  flyled  Night  ! 

This  faid,  Ihe  leads  into  the  Sacred  Vault, 
Into  the  Vtftry  flics,  there  makes  an  Alt, 
And  in  the  Concave  of  the  fatal  Pew, 
Orders  Madge  How  let  there  to  lie  Perdue  ! 

Mean 
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Mean  while,  our  three  great  Champions  flown  with  Wine, 
And  Wines  cffefts,  Audacity ;  with  Defign 
To  pufh  their  Projed  on,  without  regard 
To  Danger  near,  had  pa&M  the  Pallace-yard, 
Embolden'd  with  fucceft,  ftill  on  they  go 
And  mount  the  Stairs,  leading  to  th'  Portico, 
Here  a  Bookfeller  in  his  back-ihop  flept, 
And  under  double  Padlock  fafely  kept 
Rogerd^s  worthy  Works !  and  he  may  ftill 
Keep  'em  entire,  for  fure  no  other  will. 

Now  wary  Boirudey  fearing  Danger  nigh 
Stops  his  ram  Friends  in  heat  of  Zeal ;  to  try 
How  they  might  light  a  Candle :  from  his  Pocket 
He  takes  his  Marchafite,  begins  to  knock  it 
With  hardned  Steel,  out  fprings  an  Aftivc  fpark, 
The  hope  of  Li^ht  in  the  Defpair  of  Dark  ; 
The  (park  in  Tmder  cherilht,  toucht  with  Mctch 
In  Sulphur  dip't,  kindles  with  quick  difpatch 
The  Torch;  which  like  a  Comet  blazing  bright 
Supplies  the  Office  of  Do^  Phcehus  Light. 
Boirude  the  Sexton,  kept  the  Church-dorc  Key, 
And  if  he  entrance  got,  then  why  not  they  ? 
With  equal  pace  the  Temples  Nave  they  meafiirc  ! 
Into  the  Veftry  came :  Here  lies  the  Treafure  ! 
Here  proftrate  they  behold  the  Pulpit's  frame, 
And  \y'\i\\  due  Reverence  adore  the  fame  ! 
The  Gloomy  fliades  of  that  Religious  place 
Horrour  begat,  the  Bigot  Church-man's  Grace, 
Horror  awakes  Devotion ;  they  pray  I 
And  dread  thofe  Deities  they  Scorn'd  by  day. 

When  thus  the  Clock-maker :  Why  ftare  ye  thus, 
My  Mafters,  A-la-mort  ?   time's  precious  ! 
Why  ftand  we  trembling,  trifling,  (hall  I,  niall  I  ? 
Our  work's  before  us,  let's  no  longer  callv  ! 

D  >  '  t:.. 
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The  Pulpit  muft  be  rais'd,  that  by  to  morrow 
Our  Dean  may  fee't  with  Joy,  his  Foes  with  Sorrow  I 
So  faid,  he  laid  his  bones  to't ;  and  did  ftrain 
To  roll  it  o're,  with  all  his  Might,  and  Main ; 
He  fcarce  had  movM  it,  O  portentous  wonder ! 
When  from  its  hollow  womo  a  Voice  did  Thunder  ; 
Brontin  ftarts  back !  The  Sexton  lookt  hke  Dead ! 
"^ohn  with  his  Dear,  twice  wilht  himfelf  in  Bed ! 
But  on  their  purpofe  obftinately  bent. 
They  roll  it  or'e,  true  Zeal  will  ne're  relent ! 
Out  flics  the  broad-fac'd  Chorifter  of  the  Night, 
And  with  her  ruffling  wines  ftrikes  out  the  Light : 
This  ihuck  their  Souls  with  horrible  Confufion, 
AmazM  they  ftand,  they  doubt ;  but  in  conclufion, 
As  foon  as  Fear  lent  them  the  ufe  of  Feet 
Away  they  trudge,  fill'd  with  fhame  and  Regret ; 
Tile  Nave  they  foon  recover ;  whil'ft  their  hair 
Stands  briftling  on  their  heads,  diflblving  fear 
Makes  their  Knees  quiver  underneath  their  Bodies, 
And  there  they  fneaking  ftand  like  baffled  Noddies, 
Sheltred  by  the  fame  Darknefs  brought  them  thither, 
The  Squadron  flies  at  laft,  they  knew  not  whither. 
So  when  a  Jolly  Crew  of  Truants  gather 
Into  fbme  Nook,  to  play  their  pranks  together. 
Secure  of  Eyes  from  Monitor  and  Mafter, 
They  burn  the  day  in  game,  and  fport  the  fafter  ; 
If  now  by  chance,  the  Tyrants  Eye  doth  watch  'em, 
And  unawares  at  Cards  or  Dice  he  catch  'em ; 
The  fad  furprize,  their  Mirth  and  Paftime  dailies, 
And  each  Ihifts  for  himfelf  to  fcape  his  laibes. 
Such  was  our  Warriours  plight  when  once  the  Ovvl 
Spiuut;  from  the  Pew,  fct  up  her  Doleful  howl. 
Difcord,  who  law  unieen  their  fowl  difgrace, 
Clapping  her  wings,  pityM  their  woful  cak : 

Their 
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Their  Spirits  quail'd,  their  Courages  abated  ; 
Rallies  in  haft  the  Troop  difaniinated. 

Of  Sdru,  fhe  th*  Audacious  Vifage  borrowed. 
His  front  ftie  fmooth'd  into  a  fmile ;  but  furrow'd 
His  face  with  wrinkles  deep ;  A  Truncheon  ftrong 
Confirms  his  ftaggering  fteps ;  thus  ftalks  along 
The  Marble  Pavement  ;  guided  by  a  Torch, 
Finds  out  the  skulking  Cowards  near  the  Porch ; 
Then  with  a  fqueaking  Voice  fpoke  fourfcore  years, 
Awakes  their  mettle,  diflipates  their  Fears. 

Rafcals  !  where  are  you  ?  what  Pannick  Dread  does  rout  you  ? 
Run  from  one  paultry  Owl  ?  ne're  look  about  you  ! 
Where  are  thole  boafts  which  late  breath'd  nought  but  Thun- 
Fie  !  fhall  a  harmlels  Bird  difperfe  y'  afunder  ?  (der  ? 

How  would  you  fheak,  vile  Souls,  if  at  the  Barr, 
My  daily  fpOrt,  you  met  with  horrid  Warr  ? 
How  would  you  ftand  a  tedious  Chancery  Hearing, 
If  poor  Hobhowchin  puts  you  in  this  fearing  ? 
How  would  >our  hearts  mifgive  to  bide  a  Triall, 
No  Friend  at  Hand,  nor  in  your  Purfe  a  Ryall  ? 
Believe  me  (Cowards!)  I,  with  Grace  be'c  fpoken, 
Simply  tho  I  ftand  here,  have  foil'd  and  broken 
A  Chapter,  with  her  Chanons,  Prebends,  Dean  ; 
Nor  was  my  Soul  fo  Abjed,  Bafe,  fo  Mean, 
But  I  durft  look  the  Proftors  in  their  faces. 
And  fcorn  their  proudeft  braves,  their  ftern  Menaces ! 
I  have  puilii'd'cm  all,  AHiamM,  confuted, 
'Tis  Perfecutors,  cry'd  out,  Perfecuted  ! 
All  rhis  I  did,  and  ten  tim^s  more  in  footh, 
With  the  fole  Breaft-plate  arm'd  of  Naked  Truth !   ^ 
Tlie  Church  of  old  was  mann'd  with  Gallant  Spirits, 
A  Novice  then  confiding  in  tlij  Merits 
Of  the  famM  Good  Old  Caufe,  darM  to  Defend  it 
l^  forma  Pauftru,  and  make  Vm  end  it !  ^^^ 
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But  this  Decrcpid  Age  to  Sloath  inclines, 
Nor  brings  forth  now  fuch  Puiflant  Divines ! 

Thus  far  howeVe  their  Virtues  imitate. 
Let  not  an  Ou'l  your  Courages  abate : 
Think  what  a  Blot  it  drav\s  upon  your  Glory, 
How  it  does  ftain  the  luftre  of  your  ftory : 
If  once  the  Chauntcr  learns  your  bale  Defeat, 
Your  flight  Ignoble,  and  your  vile  Retreat, 
Where  eVe  he  meets  you,  heel  thus  fleer  and  flout  you; 
Heark,  the  0\\'l  cryes  !  brave  Souldicrs  look  about  you  ! 
Then  will  your  confcious  guilt  with  Jhame  upbraid  you, 
You'l  curfe  your  flavifh  fears  that  Cowards  made  you  I 
Then  reinforce  your  Spirits,  by  preventing 
Th*  Affronts,  which  will  be  bitter  in  refenting: 
Remember,  Sirs,  w  hole  Caufe  your  hands  engages, 
Firft  win,  then  bravely  wear  his  Lawrei  wages : 
Recall  }our  wonted  worth,  new  frights  forgetting ; 
'Tis  Tork-jhtre  C loath,  you  know,  that  (brinks  iW  wetting  I 

But  I  perceive  fucccfs  my  fpeech  doth  follow. 
Then  march,  run,  fly  (brave  Boys  !  )  where  dangers  call  you  I 
That  our  Great  Mitred  Prince,  may  fee  his  Engines 
Before  th'Aflront  be  fpread,  taking  due  Vengeance. 

This  f'poke,  the  Fiend  dif^uis'd  in  flafh  of  Fire 
Vanifht,  with  frefh  rage  did  their  hearts  infpire. 

Juft  lb  it  was,  Great  Conde !  at  that  battle 
When  thy  brave  Arms  made  Rhine  and  Sheld  to  rattle, 
Thy  wings,  and  Battle  on  Ler^s  fpaciouj  Border 
IncIinM  to  rout,  and  IcanM  to  foul  difbrder. 
Thy  Valour  firm'd  the  wav^erine;  Troops  that  day. 
And  fpiritcd  their  Files  with  frem  array  ! 
InfpirM  new  Hearts,  and  gave  'em  all  New  Hands, 
Till  vancjuiflit  Viftory  foUow'd  thy  Commands ! 

Thus  m  a  moment  Rage  fucceeded  Fear, 
And  clouded  courage  once  again  flione  clear  ! 

They 
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They  countermarch!  The  Owl  Retreats  quite  roiucd, 
And  now  they  fcom  her,  whom  fb  late  they  doubted. 

Not  unreveng'd !  for  as  /he  flew,  fhe  muted 
In  Boirudts  gaping  mouth,  triumph'd  and  hooted  ; 
Rafcally  Bird,  (  f^^id  he  )  All  Face  and  Feather ! 
The  Shame  of  Day  ;  the  Boder  of  III  Weather ! 
Dar'ft  thou  prefume  (^profane !)  to  fpice  iW  Qjirc  ? 
And  make  the  Pulpit  A  Sir-Reverence  higher  ? 
And  Scot-free  this  !  No,  no,  I'm  not  in  fport  ; 
rie  trounce  and  bounce  thee  for't  i' th' Spiritual  Court ; 
Where  Doftors,  Proftors,  Paritors  together 
Shann  t  leave  upon  thy  Naked  back  one  Feather  ; 
rie  make  thee  then  for  all  thy  Hooting,  hieak 
Like  her  that  fcap'd  the  Devils  Arle  i'  th'  Peak  : 

But  talk's  but  talk/  Come  Boyes,  let's  fall  to  aftion/ 
The  Owl  is  flown/  the  laft  oW  Chanters  faftion/ 

The  Pulpit  now  is  heav'd  into  the  Qjire, 
And  on  the  Chanter's  Seat  advanced  higher, 
Her  Rotten  ledge  rcpair'd  ;  her  Joints  that  gipcd 
With  Planes  united  ;  all  was  comely  fhaped  / 

The  Wainfcott  eccho's  to  the  lab'rin^r  hammer, 
The  Roof  back  to  the  Walls  refounds  the  Clamor ; 
The  Organ-pipes  provok'd  with  this  rude  Rumbling, 
Struck  up  a  Bafe,  and  gravely  fell  a  grumbling  / 

Now  Chanter  /  blacC's  thy  Day,  thou  little  thinkell 
What  work's  a  brewing  ;  Sleep  in  Boles  thou  drinkeft, 
On  both  ears ;  fnoring  after  late  Debauches, 
Nor  dream'ft  what  mifchief  now  thy  Head  approaches : 
Secure  thou  ly'ft  unarm'd,  unwarn  a  of  Harms, 
Hugging  thy  Dainty  Doxy  in  thy  Arms  / 

O  that  (bme  friendly  Ghoft,  in  Nightly  Vifion 
Would  timoufly  reveal  thy  fad  condition  /    ' 
Now  /  now  they  heave  /  the  hateful  Pulpit  rehiring  / 
'T would  ftrike  thee  dead,  wer't  thou  within  the  Hearing  ; 

Alas/ 
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Alas  /  above  thy  Seat,  the  Machine  glories 
To  have  furmounted  thee  five  lofty  ftories ; 
The  Sexton  at  three  ftrokes,  makes  the  Nail  enter 
And  now  the  Pulpit  ftands  firm  on  its  Center. 


Canto  IV. 


The  ARGUMENT. 

Aljis  \  The  Toms  curious  Model 
Is  Alte/d  quite  i'r//  Toets  Noddle! 
So  Kitture  oft^  for  ^l^ant  of  Tools  ^ 
Decrees  Wije  men^  produces  Fools  : 
To  tell  you  True^  my  Muje  and  I 
Defend  at  frfi,  the  VtHo}y 
To  Mafler  Vean  ^  how  't  came  about 
I  cannot  tell  j  hut  now  the  (^ut 
Is  His  :  yet  Jo^  The  Fancy's  richer 
To  end  VI  Tot^  commence  in  ditcher ! 
Such  wss  the  TrojeFl !  fuch  th'  Event ! 
!B«r  lijlen  to  th  Aguynent ! 
The  Chanter's  Dream  :  A  Chapter  c ailed  \ 
Fine  Speccks  made ;  The  Tulpit  mawled  5 
This  CounteT'Scuffle^  I  dare  jland  inty 
Th  Qoddefs  Dilcord  had  a  hand  int  : 


Tk 
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7he  f  relates  foes ;  The  Chanters  friends ; 
Tte  Canto,  and  the  Toeme  ends. 

TH  E  Pulpit  now  lifting  its  lofty  Head 
With  carved  Canopy  Ihnds  Covered  ; 
When  the  Church-clocks  with  their  melodious  chime, 
Summoned  the  Singing-boyes  to  rife  :  'Tis  time 
To  Rife  to  Matinil^Thus  the  Bells  did  Chink  ! 
Thus  did  at  leaft  the  dreaming  Sluggard  think. 

Drown'd  in  fweet  Sleep  th' Arch-chanter  rojl'd  at  cafe, 
(  A  Soveraign  Medicine  'gainft  the  twinging  Fleas,) 
Whofe  roving  Fancy  traverft  many  a  Theme, 
Startled  at  lail  with  terror  of  a  Dream; 
He  cry'd  out,  waken'd  at  his  own  fierce  crying. 
And  parboil'd  in  his  mellow  Sweat  lay  frying. 
His  Pages  ftarting  at  the  fudden  Noyfe, 
Began  to  busfle,  rubbing  their  gum-glewM  Eyes  ; 
One  frighted  runs,  but  poor  fool,  knew  not  whither. 
And  from  the  dore  leaps  back,  eVe  well  got  thither : 
G/rot^  (a  truftier  Slave  ne'rc  waited  on  him,yl 
Runs  to  his  Mafter,  nc're  a  Rag  upon  him  ; 

What  the  Rope  ails  you?  (cry'd  the  tefty  Lacquey,) 
Docs  th'  Niglit-mare  ride  you,  or  the  Old  Witch  make  you 
Roar  at  this  rate  ?  What  a  mad  coil  you  keep  here. 
That  people  cannot  fteal  a  Nap,  or  flcen  here  ? 
Comix)fc  your  ielf  for  fliamc !  The  wikr  Sun 
His  race  Nofturnal  has  but  half-way  run  ; 
Is  this  a  time  for  Prayers  ?  Let  Singing-boycs 
Whole  Penlion's  pay  ior't,  do  thole  Drudgeries  I 

Ah  friend  !  (  rcplyM  the  quaking  Chanter )  friend  ' 
Inlult  not  ore  my  jufter  Palsion ;  lend 
Thv  patient  Eir  to  my  fad  Fate,  and  joyn 
Tiiy  Iccrcr  fbirowcs  to  thcfe  tears  of  mii:c  I 

E  .^ttwiid 
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Attend  I  fay!  (I  tremble  whiPft  Tm  fpeaking, ; 
The  weighty  Rcafbns  of  my  poor  heart  breaking  ! 

God  Morphtus  long  before  the  peep  of  day, 
Had  lockt  my  Scnics  up  with  leaden  Key 
Li  fccond  deep ;  when  dulcid  fumes  and  vapours, 
III  Fancies  Cell,  difport  in  frolick  Capers ; 

Mcthought  I  fat  enthroned  in  the  Quire, 
Where  crowds  of  Choriflcrs  my  Grace  admire  ; 
There  bicft  the  gawping  throng ;  there  Incenfe  f\vect, 
Stolne  from  the  Saints,  my  pleafed  Senfes  meet, 
When  from  the  bottom  of  the  Veftry  came 
A  Prodigy  too  terrible  to  name  ; 
From  Dusky  Clouds  f  methought)  of  wreathed  Smoak 
Wide  opening,  A  Hideous  Monfter  broke, 
Whofe  Mouth,  Eyes,  Noftrils,  vomit  flame,  fume,  fire. 
How  pale  lookM  all  the  Chorifters  i'ch'  Quire  ! 
Him  the  proud  Prelate  dragged  along  in  Chains, 
Tame  like  a  broken  Colt,  with  Bit  and  Reins ; 
But,  that  which  ftruck  us  all  more  than  lialf  dead^ 
A  Pulpit  ifl'ued  from  the  Dragons  Head. 
Horripilation  feizM  me  !  my  flefh  quiver'd  ! 
My  lonis  relaxM  with  difmal  horror  fhiver'd  ! 
We  all  conclude  from  tlie  Sulphureous  fmell. 
Dragon  and  Pulnit  both  muft  come  from  Hell ; 
Led  by  his  Guiae,  the  Monfter  doth  afpire 
Unto  my  Seat,  there  placM  himfelf  I'th'  Qjire. 
Think !  think,  my  Ganymede,  how  was  I  appalled 
To  (ce  the  Horrid  Fiend  thus  high  inftalled  ; 
I  (criccht  in  vain,  in  vain  I  fled  the  Fury  ! 
This  rie  depole,  is  Truth  before  a  Jury ! 

But  here  the  Chaunter  pawsM:  he  judg'd  it  bcfl: 
To  let  his  Eyes  and  Looks  (peak  out  the  reft. 

Girot  eflay'd  to  comfort  him  in  vain  ; 
This  Vifion,  Sir  !  perhaps  Height  rife  from  pain 

la 
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In  your  difturbM  Head  ;  Melancholly  Vapours 
Careering  in  the  Brain  beget  thele  Capers : 

The  Chaunter  crofs^d,  ftorms,  rages,  and  in  cholcr 
Leaps  out  of  bed  to  mitigate  his  dolour  ; 
Scorning  with  forry  Page  to  braw  1,  and  quarrcll, 
He  call;,  in  haft  tor's  Ho!y-day  Apparell ! 

A  fair  filk  Caffock,  richly  hn'd  with  Wufli 
Tho'  dufty  (G/m  could  not  find  the  Brufh,  ) 
He  firft  put  on  ;  next  a  filk  Mohair  Gown 
Which  to  his  heels  with  dragling  train  hung  down ; 
A  pair  of  Purple  Gloves  his  proper  badges, 
A  Rotchet  which  the  Dean  once  gave  as  wages ; 
Yet  jealous  left  his  Tail  the  ground  iliould  luxep, 
The  Shears  had  dockt  it  fhort,  three  Inches  deep. 
His  corner'd  Cap  (for  fear  of  cold)  on's  Head, 
His  Hood  ins  hand  for  haft,  he  hurried  ; 
Away  he  Ipeeds  thus  gor^eoufly  equipped, 
Never  did  leventy  years  fo  nimbly  trip  it ! 
He  curft  an  old  Sciatica  that  StopM  him, 
Bat  yet  his  wooden  Crutch  moft  ftoutly  prop't  him ; 
Rage  added  wings;  infpir'd  with  Zealous  Fire 
(  Whii'ft  others  lagg'd  )  he  firft  arriv'd  i'th'  Qiiire. 

O  Thou,  who  in  a  Rapture,  tranc'd  in  Boggs, 
Delcrib'ft  the  Battel  of  the  Mice  and  Froggs  ! 
And  Thou  !  whole  curious  Pencil  drew  to  th'  Life 
All  haiy  for  Goats-wooll  fallen  at  ftrife ; 
Or  rathiCr  thou,  whole  Mufe  did  Pen  the  Stories 
Of  the  lad  Contrails  'tween  the  /iV;/W/  and  Jcrirs! 
Lend  me  a  Tongue  that  may  cxprcfs^  Paffion, 
("^f  mixed  Envy,  Spight,  Rage,  Emulation, 
Firft  pale  and  dumb  he  ftood,  hkc  one  confounded  ; 
As  if'ten  thonfand  Furies  him  Hirround^d  ; 
His  Ma{5  of  Blood  boils,  all  his  Humours  bubl)!c  ; 
Such  power  Ii.ive  Pulpirs  to  create  o-.r  rr.^.:bl<:  ' 

E  2  His 
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His  belly  fwellM  like  Sybils  raptur'd  Prieft, 
With  hollow  founding  noife  like  Pythonift^ 
Scrugling  he  flood  under  this  inward  load, 
Released  at  laft  he  thus  (hook  off  the  God/ 
See  /  Girot  fee !  the  True  Interpretation 
Of  my  late  Phantafme,  which  thy  fooUfh  Paffioa 
Caird  a  Delufion  !  thus  the  Dream  I  confler, 
This  Pulpit  is  the  Hideous  Hell-born  Monfter  I 
This !  this  the  fatal,  the  Malignant  skreen 
Will  never  more  let  me,  poor  me,   befeen! 
All  Prelate  !  trebblc  Vengance  now  indeed 
'1  liy  plotting  pate  has  hcapM  upon  my  Head ! 
Could  not  thy  Malice  hugg  it  lelf  in  bed. 
Between  two  Nappy  blanckets  covered? 
To  force  my  cold  Scat,  thy  warm  Couch  refign  r 
Put  out  thy  right  Eye,  to  put  out  both  mine  ? 

0  Heavens !  O  Hell !  fee  how  this  Hateful  Mafs 
Has  made  a  Tomb  of  my  once  glorious  Place? 
Wliere  I  may  fleep  Inglorious,  Sans  Regard, 
Nor  more  than  Powers  Unfeen,  be  fcen,  or  heard  \ 
Nay  rather  than  endure  this  fowl  difgrace, 

A  thoufand  times  Fie  quit  this  loathed  Place  : 
NcVe  fing  7e  Dtum  more !  Renounce  the  Alter  I 
And  end  my  dayes  at  TyhurM  in  a  Halter ! 

1  ought  not,  cannot,  will  not  live  a  Minute 

r  ih^  Church,  whilft  hateful  Pulpit  triumphs  in  it: 

Come  Gtrot !  lend  thy  friendly  helping  hand. 

If  I  have  breath  and  ftrength,  it  Ihall  not  fland  I 

He  fpokel  his  Arm  waited  upon  his  words. 
Strength  fillM  his  Arm,  and  Fury  flrength  affords : 
Arrelts  the  Pulpit ;  and  with  haughty  frown. 
Comedown  thou  Idol !  or  Pie  pluck  thee  down  I 

Juft  in  tlie  jun&ure  of  this  flaming  hate, 
As  the  wife  Deftinics  ordain'd,  and  Fate, 

Wlia 
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Who  (liould  come  in,  but  Qtrard  the  Bell-rin'^er  ? 
And  at  his  heels  amain,  Ribout  the  Singer?^ 
No  couple  greater  Bigots  of  the  Chanters, 
Againft  the  Prelate  none  more  defperate  Ranters ; 
At  the  Dire  fight  though  both  did  Sympathize,  ' 
Yet  they  advisM  his  Worfhip  to  be  wife ! 
Pray  Sir!  faid  they,  for  once  be  ruPd  by  Tools ! 
'Tis  dangerous  medhng  naked,  with  edg'd  Toolb ! 
'Tis  ten  to  one  the  Prelate  will  Alledge 
This  fa£l  of  yours  guilty  of  Sacriledge! 
Nay  w  ho  can  tell  but  at  the  General  Dyet 
We  may  be  Queftion'd,  and  Condemned  of  Rvor^ 

Call  then  a  Chapter ;  put  it  to  the  Vote,  ' 
Let  faithful  tellers  take  the  Poll,  and  note 
The  Ay's  and  Noe's;  And  if  wx  carry'r,  then  Sir ! 
Down  goes  the  Innovation,  once  agen  Sir ! 

This   fage  Advice  repriev'd  fome  little  while 
The  trembling  Pulpit:  The  Chanter  fcimis  a  finilc! 

Call-  then  a  Chapter !  Run !  Make  halt  I  Away  ! 
Summon  the  Drowzy  Drones/  Nay  Pray  you  ftay, 
Qjoth  Honeft  Rtbaut  the  fam'd  Chorifter; 
No  more  haft  than  good  fj:)ecd,  bc(eccli  you  Sir  I 
Radi  aftions  often  bring  too  late  Repentance  I 
Girard  w^as  hugely  taken  with  the(entence, 
And  feconds  him :  Great  Sir !  this  weighty  Bufincfs, 
Tliis  Nice  point  will  not  b^ar  Hafte,  or  Remifncis ' 
Perhaps  tho  Chanters  and  the  Monks  may  be 
Awak'd,  but  did  your  Reverence  ever  fee 
Prebends  and  Canons  before  break  of  Day 
Frequent  the  Chappel,  there  to  finj,  or  fay 
S^irjum  Corda!  Believe  me,  Sir/  believe  me, 
I  fpeak't  with  troubled  Heart,  the  thing  does  grieve  mc, 
When  fix  bells  jangling,  for  tlicfc  thirty  Years  . 
Could  never  pierce  their  Barricado'd  Ears, 
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What  hope  two  fniveling  Chanters  cryes  fhould  wake  'em, 
And  to  Cold  Prayers  from  their  warm  Beds  betake  em  ? 
Could  you  fend  Jove  with  his  loud  Thunder-claps, 
Your  Plot  perhaps  might  taF<e,  and  but  perhaps  : 
With  what  Charms  then,  hope  you  here  to  prevail  ? 
Thefc  Adders  flop  their  Ears  with  their  own  Tail. 

The  Chanter  netled  heard  in  fuftian  fume 
Rcjoyning  Girard  thus  fawcily  prefume, 
And  thus !  Nay  now  falfe  heart,  I  plainly  fee 
V/hat  leg  thou  halt'ft  on !  ' Tis  the  Prelate,  he 
That  mortifies  thy  bafe  enfeebled  Spirits, 
Vile  Venal  Soul!  what  know'rt  thou  not  my  Merits? 
I  ofc  have  feen  thee  cringe  with  fupple  Hams, 
To  woe  his  blefiings ;  Alas !  mere  flim-flams ! 
Well  I  go,  and  balcly  bend  thy  Oyled  knees^ 
I  liave  enow  m  ithout  thee,  to  mate  'em  rife. 

Come  (jirot !  Come,  my  trufly  fleel-edg'd  friend, 
Thee  on  this  delpVate  Errand  I  dare  fend, 
Nor  fear  luccel's:  Take  me  the  ThundVing  ^Hammer, 
On  Holy  Thurlday  usM  to  raife  a  Clamour  > 
And  triif:  me  friend.  The  Rifing  Sun  Ihall  fee 
The  Chapter  met  in  it's  Pormality  ! 
'Iwas  faid,  \was  done!  forth  from  the  facred  Cheft 
Whtie  it  did  Te  from  year  to  year  at  relt, 
The  Maw  I  is  brought:  Away  they  March,  and  cry 
The  Chapter  waits  you  ;  waits  yon  inllantly! 

Difcord  w  ould  not  be  wanting  in  tl  e  Brawl, 
She  enters  flrai.;ht  the  Prelates  Palace-Hall, 
Aus^ments  the  Din;  the  Neighbour-hood  fhe  fcares 
With  riling  Scare-hres,   Hidden  MafHicres ; 
The  Clianons  i-ow  Awake!  Strange  tale  to  tell, 
Sncii  M'onder  in  an  Age  had  Itarcc  befell ! 
()>^j  ilvctrs  \\\c  Lii2,htnini:s  did  invclt the  Town, 
'i\\\z  Tlvjr.dcr-lK)irb  liad  beit  the  Houlesdown, 

And 
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And  one  cryes,  Fire!  Fire!  Fire!  the  Church  doth  bum 

A  feccnd  time  ;  A  third  hopes  a   new  turn 

For  Holy  Thurfday !  fomc  whole  gutts  chinVd  Noon 

Blels't  the  Occafioa  that  callM  them  \h  foon 

From  Bed  to  Board  ;  for  u!l  Agree,  no  Knc!l 

Could  more  concern  them  than  the  Dinner  bell  ! 

But  yet  the  Noife  that  had  iinnlcv.'d  their  eyes 
Could  not  perfvvade  the  SluggiH^.  Chanons  rile, 
Nor  leave  the  Pleafures  of  th'  enchanted  Bed, 
Till  wily  Girot  got  this  trick  in's  Head ; 
With  Suntors  Voice  he  makes  loud  Proclamation, 
O  yez!  I'th'  Chapter  Houfe,  A  rare  Collation 
Stands  ready  drefs't  to  meet  your  Appetite ! 
He  needed  (ay  no  more :  O  bleflcd  iight 
To  fee  the  Prebends  haft  in  Numerous  thronrs ! 
What  Rhetorick  has  Soup !  how  little  Son^st 
Deaf  Bellies  now  found  Ears:  one  Chanon  ran 
With  one  hofe  off,  the  other  fcarcely  on ; 
Another  durft  not  ftay  to  tye  his  mooes, 
But  flip-fho'd  hobbl'd,  left  he  Breakfaft  loofe. 
A  third,  whofe  appetite  feverely  itches 
Had  not  due  time  to  hook  his  dropping  Breeches  \ 
Fallacious  Hopes !  here  was  nor  bread,  nor  Wine ! 
The  cheated  Fools  muft  with  Duke  Humphrey  dine ! 
Yet  mute  they  fate,  expefting  when  at  laft 
The  Servitors  bring  in  tlie  hop'd  Repaft  ? 
Nor  w^as  it  Reafon  that  the  gutled  Fops 
Should  fpend  their  Tongues,  v/ho  could  not  u(c  their  Chops. 

The  Chanter  though  he  (aw  his  plot  fucceed. 
Yet  fear'd  Delay  might  un(cen  Danger  breed ; 
Rifing  with  blubber'd  eyes  brim  full  of  Tears, 
Unbo(bms  to  them  all  his  Griefs  and  Fears. 

But  Chanon  EverarJ^  who(e  barking  Maw 
All  Hungry  Guefts,  but  yet  no  V^iftuals  (aw, 

Inipr.* 
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Impatient  of  delay,  as  he  was  able, 

Cry'd  out  aloud;  Pray  Sirs,  bring  in  the  Tabic; 

What  mean  you  thus  to  frullrate  our  rais'd Hopes? 

Mult  \vc  fit  ahvayes  pining  in  our  Copes  ? 
The  Chanter  confcious  of  his  cheat,  gave  way 

To  his  Juft  Indignation  ;  nor  durft  fay 

Ouglit  in  Reply;  till  Father  yJ/Iaz/f  broke 

The  Horrid  liience,   and  moft  gravely  (poke: 
This  J/Ia//^  you  muft  know,  w^as  a  learn'd  Rabbin, 

Who  Ipent  his  dayes  at  ftudy  in  hisCabbin; 

Twice  twenty  times  had  he  turn'd  oVe  the  Summs 

Of  Father  Bjffm,  had  picket  up  th^  Crums  » 

Of  Thomis  a  Kjmfis ;  he  kncw^  the  Lattin, 

Although  his  Gown  was  neither  Silk  nor  Sattin ; 

He  cravcly  cought,  and  coughing  gravely  Role, 

DifcTiargM  his  mind  in  (^utronim  Profe  ; 

Which  caule  the  fence  was  Great,  the  language  terfe. 

The  Poet  has  ImmortalizM  in  Vcrfe. 

Mc  pawn  my  Lite  one  ((aid  the  Canonift^ 

This  is  tiie  Knavery  of  lomc  [f^i^fcnijt ! 

I  dare  believe  my  own  eyes  Information ! 

Ojr  Prelate^  pleased  with  Gurniers  Converfation : 

Arnold  that  Herctick  waits  our  Dcftruftion, 

And  this  Tool  ufes  tor  the  Deans  feduGion  : 

No  doubt  but  he  can  from  St.  Aujlin  prove 
That  one  St.  Lovii  lent  from  Heaven  above, 
III  after  Ac;cs  rifing  in  our  Frd^fse^ 
A  Pulpit  in  this  Chappcl  Ihould  advance : 
Now  to  confute  him  there  lies  all  the  skill, 
IWI  plague  us  with  the  Torrent  of  his  Quill; 
v)fie  Argument  we\^e  vet  left  to  confute  him, 
Ixts  b^rn   him  in  Elligic,  that  will  rout  liim  ! 
l,tt  orhcrs    turn  ore  each  Voluminous  Father, 
1  !:.u\  nor  my  Province  ;  To  be  (liort,  Tde  rather 

Confi.ii 
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Confulr  with  Father  Bau^jy ;  he  alone 

With  me  is  twenty  Jujiins,  all  in  One : 

Go  then  and  Rumage  all  Antiquity, 

If  any  footfteps  there,  of  Pulpits  be  ; 

We\'e  time  enough  e're  day !  fall   to  your  task. 

No  longer  fpace  than  till  day-break  we  ask : 

So  many  Heads,  and  hands  I  doubt  not,  can 

Before  Sun -rife  perufe  the  f^attcanl 

This  uncouth  motion  ftartled  all  that  heard  it, 

Till  fat-guts  Everard  opened,  and  quite  marr*d  it : 

A  wife  device!  (quoth  he)  And  pray,  what  Gains  ^ 
Shall  anfwer  all  this  Cumber,  all  tliele  pains  ?  > 

For  one  poor  lowzy  Pew,  to  break  our  Brains:  > 

'Tis  more  Ingenious  to  Study  Meat, 
Let  his  Thin  Chops  his  Multy  Authors  Eat ! 
WeVe  other  Fifh  to  fry  !  I  am  a  man 
That  Read  alike  Bible  and  Alchoran  ! 
If  I  can  learn  what  Rents  my  Tenants  owe  ; 
When  Mortgaged  Vineyards  forfeited  do  grow; 
Can  I  precifely  learn  the  Quarters  day, 
Wlien  wooden  Shooes  trudge  up  their  dues  to  pay ; 
There  lies  my  Talent !  I  no  Learning  lack. 
But  what  is  entered  in  my  Almanack. 
Impnmif^  fifty  Marks  a  year  in  Ground-Rents  ; 
Itemy  twice  nfcy  more  Per -Ann.  in  Pound  Rents ! 
When  Wheat,  and  Mault  in  crovydcd  Garners  lie, 
I  boart  mc  of  a  well-ftorM  Library  ! 
Why  vex  we  tlien  Dead  Fathers,  Greeks  and  Lattins? 
Our  Mother  Tongue  will  Terve  to  Mumble  Mattins ; 
rie  ask  no  help  of  Scotns  to  null  down 
A  Pulpit  I  Tliis  great  Arm  the  Work  fh.ill  Crown. 
AlPs  one  to  me,  let  Arnol.i  jud:^e  or  quit  me, 
r|e  hie  Iiim  Iioms  a:5en,  whoeVe  dares  hie  nw : 

F  .  Fie 
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Fie  on  thefc  long  Harangues !  Let's  live,  and  Drink ! 
And  let  ccnfbrious  Whigs  think   what  they  think ! 

Thus  Everard  I'poke !  A  heavy  Abbey  Lubber  I 

Whole  Head  was  alwayes  nuzling  in  the  CubberM ! 
Ribout  the  Chorifter  then  demurely  rofe. 
And  thefe  Im pertinencies  ftifBy  oppole. 

I  never  likM  tedious  Circumlocutions, 
And  Ihall  advife  to  more  concife  conclufions ! 
Let  Trombxut  make  but  the  great  Organs  roar, 
They'l  blow  the  Pulpit  quickly  out  o'th*  dore ! 

Needs  muft  the  Chanter  own  each  man  his  friend, 
Though  diflPring  in  the  Means,  they  jumpt  i'th'  Ecnd  ! 
The  General  cry  went  ftill.  Ay !  one  and  all ! 
Let  the  Proud  Pulpit,  Let  the  Pulpit  fall ! 
Thus  all  Unanimous  held  the  Conclufion, 
But  in  the  Premifcs  was  great  Confufion  : 
Juft  (b  at  Trent^  when  Concord  in  a  Bag 
Came  Port  from  Rome^  they  hit  it  to  a  Tag ! 

The  Icali  he  lik'd  was  he  that  laft  had  fpoke^ 
His  Patience  that  a  little  did  provoke: 
I  neVe  Approved  ( quoth  he  )  this  moral  work ! 
Who  knows  what  fallacy  may  under't  lurk? 
Who  can  allure  me  but  the  Pulpits  blaft 
May  part'  the  Organs  out  of  Doors  at  laft  ? 
We  ibmctitnes  faw  the  fad  experiment, 
Away  with  that  Dubious  Expedient; 
Come,  Come !  Lets  make  (  faid  he )  a  Quick  difpatch ! 
Whilll  we  prate  here,  we  faft  in  pain,  and  watch! 
Down  with  the  Idol !  As  I  am  a  finner. 
My  eager  ftomach  crokes,  and  calls  for  Dinner! 
There  will  we  iir.  Chat,  Eat,  Drink,  Laugh,  grow  fat, 
Exihng  Fretting  Care,  that  kills  a  Cat ! 

Ho  rofe  in  hafty  Zeal  ;  The  faitliful  Troop, 
Arm\l  with  the  Pregnant  hojxrs  of  Sacred  ioup, 

Follow 
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Follow  their  Leader  :  to  the  Q^iire  they  jro. 
There  view  the  Objeft  of  then  Rage,  and  Wo  • 
There  on  the  Common  Enemy  tlicy  lay 
United  hands;  and  at  the  firll  eiFay 
Pluck  down  the  Provocation  of  tlicir  Spleen  ; 
So  in  the  Woods  of  Ardtmt  have  I  {i^^n. 
Sacred  to  Jove,  an  Ancient  fpreading  Oak 
Fall  at  the  Axes  oft  redoubled  ftroke ! 

The  Boards  they  rend  in  Pieces ;  and  the  Quarry 

In  Triumph  to  the  Chanters  Kitchin  can  y! 

So  Arduous  was  the  work  I  of  fuch  Renown! 

To  let  a  Pulpit  up,   to  pluck  a  Pulpit  down ! 


FINIS. 
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